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His Royal Highneb | 
W 1 1. 1 1 A M. 


DUKE OF GLOUCESTER. 


May 1 it pleaſe your Royal Highnef 


HEN I preſumed to ſolicit the 
honour of laying the ſubſequent 
trifle at your Royal Highneſs's 

feet; it was not without a thorough con- 
ſciouſneſs of the little value of the offering 

I was going to make; but I conſidered, 
mean as it was, it would ſerve as a teſti- 
mony of my devotion; and to a Prince 

happy in a love of the arts, nothing could 
be unacceptable, which bore the remoteſt 
analogy to them. 


A _ How 


1 DEDICATION. 


How far the Comic Opera, under proper 
regulations, has a right to be acknowledg- 
ed for a junior offspring of the Drama, 
and as ſuch become candidate for a ſhare 
of public encouragement, I ſhall not pre- 
tend to deterinine ; but if it can be ren- 
dered an agreeable amuſement, the Engliſh 
Theatre has never ſcrupled to adopt, what 
was capable of pleaſing there; and though 
as a work of genius, it is by no means to 
be ſet in competition with good Tragedies 
and Comedies, it may, I apprehend, be 
permitted as an occaſional relief to them, 
without bringing either our taſte or un- 
derſtanding into queſtion. 


I need not inform your Royal Highneſs, 
that in France, where the ſtage has been 
cultivated with more care, and ſucceſs, 
than in any other country ; this ſpecies of 
entertainment is received with very great 
applauſe; nor is it thought any injury to 
Corneille, and Moliere, that the pieces of 
Anſeaume and Favart, meet with ſucceſs. 


It 


DBPICATLION. ii 


It is true, among the French, Comie 
Operas have very often the advantage of 
being extremely well written; of which, 
On ne S'aviſe jamais de tout, Le Roy, et 
le Fermier, and ſome others are an in- 
ſtance; nor would the beſt compoſition of 
the greateſt maſter, make a very con- 
temptible poem paſs on an audience: I 
wiſh I could aſſert with truth, that in this 
reſpect, we fall nothing behind our neigh- 
bours, and that what I here preſent to 
your Royal: Highneſs, might lay-claim' to 
ſome degree of merit, even in the writ- 
ing: but though I cannot do this, permit 
me to ſay, I have attempted to render it a 
little intereſting, and not wholly undivert- 
ing, as far as the muſic, my principal 
care, would give me veg: 


E. 


But I humbly be your Royal High- 
neſs's pardog; in applying to the con- 
noifſeur, I forget that I am at the ſame 
time addreſſing a: Great Prince: indeed, 
there is a ſubject, on which I could 
dwell with the trueſt pleaſure; but I 


i” DEDICATION. 
am too well inſtructed in you,ỹ,,—ͥ yal 
Highneſs's character, to dare tb offend 
you, with a language, which forms and 
cuſtom, too often impoſe upon princes, A 
neceſſity of hearing; I mean their own 


praiſe; to thoſe who are moſt en 
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HERE is ſcarce a language in 
| Europe, in which there is not a 
play, taken form our romance of Pamela; 
in Italian and French, particularly, ſeveral 
writers of the firſt eminence, have choſen 
it for the ſubje& of different dramas. * 
The little piece now ventured into the 
world, owes its origin to the ſame ſource, 
not only the general ſubject is drawn from 
Pamela, but almoſt every circumſtance in 
it. The reader will immediately recollect 
---the courtſhip of Parſon Williams -the 
Squire's realouly and behaviour in conſe- 
quence of it, and the difficulty he had to 
prevail with himſelf to marry the girl, 
notwithſtanding his paſſion for her---the 


miller i; a cloſe copy of Goodman An- 
| drews 


il PREFACE. 
drews---Ralph is imagined, from the wild 


fon which he is mentioned to have had--- 
Theodoſia, from the young lady of quality, 
with whom Mr. B. through his ſiſter's 
rſuaſion, is ſaid to have been in treaty 
fore his marriage with Pamela---even 
the gipſies, are borrowed from a trifling 
incident in the latter part of the work. 

In proſecuting this plan, which he has 
varied from the original,” as far as he 
thought convenient, the author has made 
ſimplicity his principal aim. His {cenes, 
on account of the muſic, which could not 
be perfect without ſuch a mixture, neceſ- 
farily conſiſt of ſerious and buffoon. He 
knows groſſneſs and inſipidity lay in his 
way ; whether he has had art enough to 
avoid ſtumbling upon them, the candid 
Public is left to determine. | 


This Opera 1s entered at 8 TAT I 
ONERS HALL, and whoever 
preſumes to Print the Songs, or 
any Part of them, will be proſe- 
cuted by the PROPRIETORS. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Lord Aimworth, Mr. Mattocks. 
Sir Harry Sycamore, Mr. Shuter. 
Mervin, Mir. Baker. 
Fairfield, | Mr. Gibſon. 
Giles, | Mr. Beard. 
Ralph, Mr. Dibdin. 


W O M E N. 


Lady Sycamore, Mrs. Pitt. 
Theodoſia, Miſs Hallam. 
Patty, Miſs Brent. 
Fanny, Miſs Poitier. 


SCENE Tuz COUNTRY. 
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Maid of the Mill. 


A C. T1; 8e NEIL 


4 rei 1 27, lib 2 mil . Storrdd f 


employed about it; on one fide a houſe, P ar TY reading 
in the window ; * the other a barn, where FANNY: 
fits mending a net; G11 ES appears at à diftance'in'the 
mill; FAIRFIELD 2 W 


e Tl 
c H OR s. can (on 


REE from ſorrow ee from ſtrife, .. 3 
13 the dent 1 | 
Chearful au thro* the i, a & y * 
Still he r laughs and ſings away. - Is ts 


' Nought can vex him +} "us blo 

| Mougbt perplex him i 
2 Nair 1 5 gil to mote lun gay... xa 
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| Lat gh great xj he ſes A 
WF indulgent 1 artune ſent. 


What can wealth, can grandeur offer 3 
More than plenty and content, 


 Fairf, Well done, well done, tis a ſure ſigh work) 


goes on me when folks ſing at it. Stop the mill 
Toft Ralph! 


there; and doſt hear, ſon Ralph! hoiſt yon ſacks of 
flour 


2 THE MAID OF THE — 
flour upon this cart lad, and drive it up to lord Aim- 
worth's; coming from London laſt night with ſtrange 
company, no doubt there; are calls enough for it by 
this time. . 

Ral. Ay Feyther, whether or not; there's no fear 
but you'll find enow for a body to do. »= 

Fairf. What doſt mutter? is't not a ik e plague 
that thou can'ſt never go about any thing with a good 
will; murrain take it what's come o'er the boy ? ſo 
then thou wilt not ſet a hand to what I have de- 
ſired thee ? | 

Ral. Why don't you ſpeak to Suſter Pat to do 
ſomething then ? I thought when ſhe come home to 
us after my old lady's death, ſhe was to have been of 
ſome uſe in the houſe ; but inſtead of that, ſhe ſita 
there all day, reading outlandiſh books, dreſſed like a 
fine madumaſel, and the never a word you ſays to ſhe. 

Fairf. Sirrah don't ſpeak ſo diſreſpectfully of thy 
ſiſter; thou will't ne'er have the tyth of her deſerts. 

Ral. Why I'Il read and write with her for what ſhe 
dares; and as for playing on the hapſicols, I thinks her 
rich good mother might have learn'd her ſomething 
more properer, ſeeing ſhe did not remember to 
ave her Racy at r 

Fairf. That's none of thy buſineſs, Sirrah. 

Ral. A farmer's wife painting pictures, and playing 
on the hapſicols; why, & be hanged now, for al as 
old as ſhe is, if ſhe khows any more about milking a 
cow, than I do of ſewing a petticoat. 

Fairf. Ralph, thou haſt been drinking this morning, 

Ral. Well, if fo be as I have, its nothing out of 
your pocket, nor mines niether.  _ 

Fairf. Who has been giving thee liquor, ſirrah? 

Ral. Why it was wind -a gentleman guv'd me. 

Fairf. A gentleman ! > N b 11 

Ral. Yes, a gentleman that's come piping hot ſrom 
London: he is below at the Cat and Bagpipes; I cod 
he rides a choice bit of a nag; ] dares to fay the'd fetch 
as good as forty pound at ever a fair in all England. 

| enn 
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— A figgs end for what ſhe'd fetch; mind thy 
85 


buſineſs, or by the lord Harry 

Ral. Why | won't do another hands turn to-day now, 
ſo that's flat. 

Fairf. Thou wilt not 

Ral. Why no I won't, ſo what arguhes your putting 
yourſelf in a paſſion, Feyther; I've promis'd to go back, 
to the gentleman; and I don't know but what he's a 
lord too, and mayhap he may do more for me than you 
thinks of. | | \ 

Fairf. Well ſon Ralph, run thy gait; but remem- 
ber I tell thee, thou wilt repent this untowardneſs. 

Ral. Why, how ſhall I repent it? Mayhap you'll 
turn me out of your ſervice; a match; with all hearts 
I cod I don't care three braſs pins. "PF" MY 


AIR. 


If that's all you want, who the plague will be ſorry, 
4 were better by half to dig flones in a quarry 4 _— 
For my ſhare I'm weary of what is got by't : | 
S'fleſh! here's ſuch a racket, ſuch 2 and coiling, 
ou're never content, but when folks are a tailing, 
And drudging like horſes from morning till night. 


You think I'm afraid, but the diff rence to ſhew you, 
Firft, yonders your ſhovel, your ſacks too I throw you; 
Hence forward, take care of your matters who will : _ 
They're welcome to flave for your wages that need em, 
Tal lol deral ol, I have purchas'd my freedom. 
And never hereafter ſhall work at the mill. f 
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SCENE II. 
FAIRFIELD and PAT Tx. 


Fairf. Dear heart, dear heart! I proteſt this ungra- 
cious boy puts me quite beſide myſelf. Patty my dear, 
come down into the yard a little, and keep me com- 
pany——and you thieves, vagabonds, giphes, out here, 
tis you debauch my fon. | TY | 


: f A 1 R. 
Patty. In love to pine and languiſh, 


Yet know your paſſion vain ; 
To harbour heart-felt anguiſh, 
Yet fear to tell your pain. 


] bat pow'ts unrelenting, 
| Severer ills inventing, 
Can ſharpen pangs like theſe ? 
Where days and, nights, tarmenting, 
Yield not @ moment's caſe, ++ 


Fairf. Well Patty, Maſter Goodman my lord's 
ſteward has been with me juſt, now, and I find 'we are 
like to have great doings, his lordſhip has brought down 
fir Harry Sycamore, and his family); and there is more 
company expected in a few days. hs . 

Patty. I know fir. Harry very well, he is by marriage 
a diſtant relation of my lord's. | 

Fairf. Pray what fort of a young body is the daugh- 
ter there ? I think ſhe us'd to be with you at the caſtle, 
three or four ſummers ago, when my young lord was 
out upon his travels. 

Patty. Oh very often, ſhe was a great favourite of 
my lady's; pray father is ſhe come down? 

Fairf. Why you know the report laſt night, about 
my ſord's going to be married; by what I can learn 


. 
2.53 41 


. ſhe is, and there is likely to be a nearer relationſhip be- 


tween 
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tween the families, e're long. It ſeems, his lordſhip 
was not oyer willing for the match, but the friends on 
both ſides in London preſſed it fo hard: then there's a 
ſwinging fortune, 2 Goodman tells me, a matter 
of twenty or thirty thouſand pounds of 

Patty. If it was a million, father, it would not be 
more than my lord. Aimworth deſerves ; I ſuppoſe the 
wedding will be celebrated here, at the manſion-houſe ? 

Fair. So it is thought, as ſoon as things can be 
properly prepared——And now, Patty, if I could but 
ſee thee a little merry—Come, bleſs thee, pluck up thy 
ſpirits To be ſure thou has ſuſtained, in the death of 
thy lady, a heavy loſs; ſhe was a parent to thee, nay, 
and better, inaſmuch as ſhe took thee when thou wert 
but a babe, and gaye thee an education which thy na- 
tural parents could not afford to do. 

Patty. Ah! dear father, don't mention, what per- 
haps, has been my greateſt misfortune. 

Fairf. Nay then, Patty, what's become of all thy 
ſenſe, that people talk ſo much about? ——But I have 
ſomething to ſay to thee which I would have thee con- 
fider ſeriouſly. I believe I need not tell thee, my 
child, that a young maiden, after ſhe is marriageable, 
eſpecially if ſhe has any thing about her to draw 
people's notice, is liable to ill tongues, and a many 
croſs accidents ; ſo that the ſooner ſhe.is out of harm's 
way the better. | 

Patty. Undoubtedly, father, there are people enough 
who watch every opportunity to gratify their. own ma- 
lice; but when a young woman's conduct is un- 
blameable —— x | 

Fairf, Why, Patty, there may be ſomething in 
that; but you know, ſlander will leave ſpots where 
malice finds none: I ſay, then, a young woman's beſt 
ſafeguard is a good huſband, Now there is our neigh- 
bour, farmer Giles; he is a ſober, honeſt, induſtrious 

oung fellow, and one of the wealthjeſt in theſe parts; 

e is greatly taken with thee; and it is not the firſt, 
time I have told thee I ſhould be glad to have him for 
a ſon-in-law, n 


Patty 
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Patty. And J have told you as often, father, I would 
ſubmit myſelf entirely to your direction; whatever you 
think proper for me, is ſo, 
Fairf. Why that's ſpoken like a dutiful, ſenſible 
irl; get thee in, then, and leave me to manage it— 
Perhaps our neighbour Giles is not a gentleman ; but 
what _ the greateſt part of our country gentlemen 
good for! * 
d Very true, father. The ſentiments, indeed, 
have 1 little correſpondence with the condi- 
tion; and it is according to them alone we ought to 


regulate our eſteem. 


AIX. 


IVhat are outward forms, and ſbetus, 
To an'honeſt heart compar d? 

Oft the ruſtic, wanting thoſe, 

Has the nobler portion fhar'd. 


Oft we ſee the homely flow'r, 
Bearing, at the hedge's ſide ; 
Virtues of more ſov'regn pow'r, 


Than the garden's gaye/t pride. 
SCENE II. 


FAIRFIELD. G1ILESõ. 


Giles, Well, maſter Fairfield, you and Miſs Pat 
have had a long diſcourſe together; did you tell her 
that I was come down ? | 
Fairf. No, in truth, friend Giles, I did not even 
tell her I had ſent for thee, but I mentioned our affair 
at a diſtance; and I think there is no fear but what 
it will go as agreeably, of her fide, as we could wiſh. 
Giles. That's right—Well, and when ſhall us ?— 
You do know I have told you my mind often and 
often. 
Fair. Farmer, give us thy hand; nobody doubts 
thy good will to me and my girl; and you may take 


my 
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my word I would rather give her to thee than another; 
for I am main certain thou wilt make her a good huſ- 
band. | | 

Giles. Thanks to your kind opinion, , maſter Fair- 
field; if ſuch be my hap 1 hope there will be no cauſe; 
of complaint. 3 

Fairf. And I promiſe thee my daughter will make 
thee a choice wife. But there is one thing to be 
conſidered. Thou know'ſt, friend Giles, that I, 
and all belongs to me, have great obligations to lord 
Aimworth's family; Patty, in particular, would be one 
of the moſt ungrateful wretches this day breathing, if 
ſhe was to do the ſmalleſt thing contrary to their con- 
ſent and approbation.— I need not tell thee what ſhe 


"RM - * — 


owes them. | | "IE 
_ Giles. Nay, nay, tis well enough known to all the 
country, ſhe was the old Tady's darling. 
Fur Well, maſter Giles, I'll aſſure thee ſhe is 

not one whit leſs obliged to my lord himſelf, —When 
his mother was taken off ſo ſuddenly, and his affairs 
called him up to London, if Patty would have re- 
mained at the caſtle, ſhe might have had the command 
of all; or if ſhe would have gone any where elſe, he 
—_ have paid for her fixing, let the coſt be what it 
would. . | 

Giles. Why, for that matter, folks did not ſpare to 
ſay, that my lord had a kind of a ſneaking kindneſs for 
her himſelf ; and I remember, at one time, it was rife 
all about the neighb6urhood, that ſhe was actually to 
be our lady. in al hes 5 

Fairf. Pho, pho ! a pack of women's tales. 

Giles. Nay to be ſure, they'll ſay any thing. 

Fairf. My lord's a man of a better way PF thinking, 
friend Giles. — But this is neither here nor there to 


our buſineſs. —— Have you been at the caſtle yet ? 
Giles, Who I] bleſs your heart, I did not hear a 
ſyllable of his lordſhip's being come down, till your 
lad told me. | ET EDS Tons 
Fair. No! why then Tl tell you what you ſhall do; 
go up to my lord, let him know you have a mind to 
make 
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make a match with my daughter; hear what he has 
to ſay to it; and afterwards we will try if we can't 
ſettle matters. 

_ Giles. Go up to my lord! Icod if that be all I'll do 
it with the biggeſt pleaſure in life. t 

Fairf. Suppoſe you were to go this mornin 

Giles. This 1 45 an you will; never En me, 1 
warrant T ſhan't be ſham'd "Faced but where's Miſs 
Pat? might not one ax her how ſhe do do ? | 

Faiif. Never ſpare it, ſhe's within there. 

Giles, 1 fees her—odd rabbit it, this hatch is licked 
now, Miſs  Pat—Miſs Patty—ſhe makes believe 
not to hear me; 

Fouls. Well, well, never mind; thou'lt come and 
eat a morſe 4 of dinner with, us. - - 

Giles, ay, b t juſt to have a bit of joke with her 
at. preſent, ii Pat I aa t yoo open the 


OOr. 


Hark ! is 1 your own true JOU 
After walking three Jong miles; 
One kind look, at leaſt diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fox 25 
Ah pol little cunning vixen ! 


T tan ſee your roguiſh ſmiles, 


Aadſſids my mind is. 0 poſſeſt, 
Tull we're fped, I ant have re reſt; 
On ** the thing s a Bargain, 
an you like it, 
Ready to firike it, 
Typeres at ojice an end of arguing : 
Pm hers, ſhe's mine; 
Thus tue ſeal, and thus we ſign. 
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Fairf. Get away and finiſh the buſineſs * art 
going about; I warrant we ſhan't diſagree. Sd, this 
now is juſt as I would have it Patty, child, why 
woud'ſt not thou open the door for our neighbour Giles? 

Patty. Really Father I did not know what was the 
matter. 

Fairf. Well, 2 time; he'll be here again pre- 

ſently. He's gone up to the caſtle, Patty: thou know'ſt 
it — a wp right for us to do _ thing without 
giving his lordſhip intelligence, ſo 1 have ſent -the 
er to let him know that he is willing, and we are 
willing; and with his lordſhip's approbation-——, , 

Patty. Oh dear father—what are you going to ſay ? 

Fairf. Nay child, I would not have ftirr'd a ſtep for 
fifty pounds, without advertiſing his lordſhip belate- 


hand, 
Ks But ſurely, —4 you have not done this 
I 


8 ipitate th 
Fairf How raſh, — is it raſh. Patty? I don't an- 


by he have diſtreſs'd beyond imagina- 
h you have d me beyond i 

bench why wou'd you tiot give me notice, peak. 
to me | 

Fai ; Why han's 1 ſpoken to thee an hundred times? 
no Patty, tis thou that would'ſt diſtreſs me, and thou'lt 
break my heart. 1 | 
Patty. Dear father 

Fairy. ie l Ge ther nel Gael and 


now that I am likely to do fo, thou art not contented ; 
I am ſure the farmer is as ſightly a clever lad as any 
in the country; and is not he as good as we? 
Patty. I don't ſay to the contrary father, I know 1 
have no higher pretenſions, and you have a tight to 
diſpoſe of me as you think proper. 


C Fairfe 
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Fairf. Well then, what harm was there in ſending 
him to his lordſhip, ſeeing one or other of us mutt 
have gone? -..... . « 

Patty. Tis very true father; I am to blame, pray 
forgive me. MET: bis zr 154) 
| Pairf Forgive thee, lord helpithee my child, I am 
not angry with thee; but quiet thyſelf Patty, and 
thou' lt fee all this wilt turn out for the beſt, 


SCENE v. 


pA T T v. 


What will become of me ?—my lord will certain 
imagine this is done with my conſent. — Well, is 
he not himſelf going to be married to a lady, ſuitable 
to him in rank, ſuitable to him in fortune, as this far- 
mer is to me; and under what pretence can I refuſe 
the huſband my father has found for me? ſhall I ſay 
that I have dared to raiſe my inclinations above my 
condition, and preſumed to love, where my duty taught 
me only gratitude and reſpect? Alas! who eould live in 
the houſe with lord Aimworth, ſee hun, converſe with 
him, and not love him? I have this conſolation how- 
ever, m folly is yet undiſcover'd to any; elſe, how 
ſhould 1 be ridicuted and deſpiſed; nay would not m 
_ himſelf deſpiſe me, eſpecially, if he knew that 
have more than once conſtrued his natural affability 
and politeneſs, into ſentiments as unworthy of him, 
as mine are bold and extravagant. Unexampled va- 
nity ! did I poſſeſs any thing capable of attracting ſuch 
a notice, to what purpoſe could a man of his diſtinc- 
tion caſt his eyes on a girl, poor, meanly born; and 
indebted for every thing to the ill-placed bounty of his 


«Su 
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Ah! why ſhould ate, pu ui 
A 1oretched 2. 762 ; * 
ep ruin thus on ruin, 
And add to miſery? 
D- griefs I languiſh'd under, 
In ſecret let me ſhare; | 
But this new firoke of thunder, 
{s more than I can bear. 


ETD SCENE VI | 
| Changes to a ſaloon m Lord AIMWORTH's houſe... 
Sir HARRY Sycamore, TntoDOSIA. 


Fir Har, Well but Theodoſia, child, you are quite 
unreaſonable. bbs "ole: ry toner is beth 

Theo. Pardon me papa, it is not I am unreaſonable; 
when I gave way to my inclinations for Mr, Mervin, 
he did not ſeem leſs agreeable. to you and my mama, 
than he was acceptable to me. It is therefore you have 
been -unreaſonable; in firſt encouraging his addreſles, 
and afterwards forbidding him your ho e, in order to 
bring me down here, to force me on a gentleman 
Sir Har, Force you Doſſy, what, do you mean? by 
the 1a! I would not force you on the Czar of Muſcoyy, 

Theo. And yet papa, what elſe can I call it? for 
though lord Aimworth is extremely attentive, and ob- 
liging, I aſſure you he is by no means one of the 
moſt ardent of lovers. | S 

Sir Har. Ardent, ah! there it is; you girls neyer 
think there is any love, without Kkiſſing and hug- 
ging; but you ſhou'd conſider child, my lord Aim- 
worth is a polite man; and has been abroad in France 
and Italy, where theſe things are not the faſhion; T 
remember when I was on my travels, among the ma- 
dames, and ſignoras, we never ſaluted more than the 
tip of the ear. | $7 | 

: | c & a Theo. 
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Theo, Really papa, you have a very ſtrange opinion 
of my delicac 1 had no ſuch Ruff in my thoughts. 
Sir, Har. el come, my poor Doſly, I ſee you are 
chagrin'd, but you wag it is not my. fault; on the 
2 aſſure you, I had always a great regard for 


young Mervin, and ſhould have been very glad 

Theo. How then papa, could you join in forcing me 
to write him — e letter, never to ſee me more; 
or how indeed could comply with your commands ? 
what muſt he think of me? 

Sir Har. Ay, buthold Dofly, your mama convinced 
me that he was not ſo proper a ſon-i n- law for us as lord 
Aimworth. 17 * 

Theo, Convinced you | ! ah my dear papa you, wees not 
convinced. | 

Sir Har. What fon tI know yehen L am a ? 

Theo. Why no papa, becauſe your good-nature and 
Eaſineſs of tenyper is fuch, that you pay more reſpect to 
the judgment of mama, and leſs to youp 04 than 
2225 h, 50 Dody ly, e "Nee h 

ir Har t on ee how 
mama loves me; if my finger — how 
1 woman 3 and if I was to die, 1 Yb b. 
eve ſhe wou'd outlive the b of me: ms 
told me as much” herſelf. 28 bx 1: 
Theo, Her fondneſs indeed is very a e 10 


Sir Har. Beſides, could you Feat up the p ot 
ou A counteſs, and miſtreſs o this fine place dl 41 
0. Yes truly could 1. , 18.70 N La, 

10 4 . Ker 


With the man that I love, was Tn a nn 
On a mountain, @ moor, in a evt, in u cell; Te 
© Retreats the mf barren, moſt 4 avould be 
Are plraſong than courts or a palues io me. 

Tier the vain and the venal, in wedloth/ 
- of what t folly efleems, and the vittoar At ley | 

I yield them the bliſs, where their toiſbes are plac d, 
 Inſenfiblt treatures ! tis all they can tate. 


SCENE 


eke i 


1 % 001 BART EOES 
SR HARRY ThRODOSIAS LADY Nags” 


1 deve Se. Sir karg here are you? 
Sir Har. Here m , 
IL. Sy. Iam n Jul come from (VR ALE his lord. 


dus family mily Fre 


magnificent miſs 8 vou are à happy 
creature, to have diamon equipage, — all the 
bleſſings of life poured thus yon you at 2 


Thee. Bleſſings Madam L 
ſuch a wretgh: ag; e n r in he yo: 


eſſion of any ſuch tru 
: — He. bean my — 2 won havy a vary oh 
dainful manner of expreſſing N 3 125 belive there 
are very few young women of faſhion, wo d 


think any ſacrifice they cou d make, too — * 
them—did you ever hear the, like of her Sir Harry? 

Sir Har. W od — ear, I have juſt been talking to 
hor in the ſame . ut —— ſhe has got m 

ead ſhe ſeems to thin: 

4. Spe. Oh 1; know. very well what ſhe has 
her head, it is Mr. Mervin, her gentleman of 
lerſbury; fye miſs, marry a cit, where is your pride, 
your 2 have you ebnet n of diſ- 
tinction about you. 

Sir Har. Well, but my lady, you "known I am a 
piecę of a cit myſelf, as I may ſay, any great grand- 
father was a dry ſalter. 

Theo. _ ine you condeſegnded to marry 
my, PP {48 ot} ;: 

Da. "Hye: Well, if 1 4⁴ miſs, I "had dur five — 
fand pounds to my portion, and Sir — knows 1 
yas paſt ien and king, e eee 


\ Six Har, Nay. Doſſy, that's true, your mama. —_— 
eight and thirty, before we were married,, hut by 4 


A | A 
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la my dear, you were a lovely angel; and by candle- 
light nobody would have taken'you for above five and 
twenty. | 

La. Syc. Sir Harry, you remember the laſt time I 
was at my lord duke's. 

Sir Har. Yes my love, it was the very day your 
little bitch Minxey pupt. | 

La. Syc. Well, and what did the whole family ſay, 
my lord John, and my lord Thomas, and my lady 
Ducheſs in particular ? couſin ſays her grace to me 
for ſhe always calls me couſin. | 
Sir Har. And me too, her grace is exceedingly 
kind—fſhe always calls me couſin.' P 
La. Syc. In ſhort they all faid, that this match, if 
my prudence could bring it about, was the moſt de- 
fireable in the univerſe; and the other abſolutely be- 
low our attention—A fellow that will have an eſtate 
got by ſelling mundungus and molloſſus—— | 
' Theo, Well but Madam, be their quality ever ſo 

eat, I can't ſee what right my lord John, and m 
ford Thomas, have to dire& my inclinations; and I 
muſt tell you there is a much nearer relation of mine, 
and one who has a better right to rule me, that is my 
father, who has a great regard for Mr. Mervin, and 
would — —— all his heart. 
Ta. Syc. Did you ſay fo Sir Harry? 

Sir Har. Who I love! | Fark V 130% 
La. Syc. Then all my care and prudence are come 
to nothing. "ITO | 
Sir Har. Well, but ſtay my lady—Dofly, you are 
always making miſchief. n * eee 

| 9. Ah! my dear ſweet· : et 
La. Syc. Do Miſs, that's right, coax ven 
Deo. No Madam, I am not capable of any ſuch 
meanneſs. h of "1 bn 
La. Syc. Tis very civil of you to contradict me, 
however. wing 
Sir Har. Eh! what's that—hands off Doſſy, don't 
come near me. tor: thy 
a AIR 
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My how now Miſs pert, 
5 Do you think to | 
My anger by fawning and firoking, 


Mou d you make me a fool? 


Your thing, your tool, 
Was ever young mins ſo provoking ? . 


Get out of my fight, ; 

'Ti als 2 you right, 
To lay a ſound doſe of the laſh on; | 

Contradict your Mama, 

Tve a mind by the la! 


But I won't put myſelf in a paſſin. 


SCENE VII. 


SIR HARRY, LADY SYCAmoRE, Lord A1iM-» 
WORTH, GILES. 


L. Aim. Come farmer, you may come in, there are 
none here but friends; Sir Harry your ſervant. 

Sir Har. My lord, I kiſs your lordſhips hands—l 
hope he did not overhear us ſquabbling. | 
I. Aim. Well now maſter Giles, what is it you 
have got to ſay to me? if I can do you any ſervice, 
this company will give you leave to ſpeak. 
 Gles, I thank your lordſhip, I has not a | om 
deal to ſay; I do come to your lordſhip about a little 
buſineſs, if you'll pleaſe to give me the hearing. 

IL. Aim. Certainly, only let me know what it is. 

_ Giles. Why an pleaſe you my lord, being left 
alone, as I may ſay, feyther dead, and all the buſineſs 
upon my own hands, I do think of ſettling and tak- 
ing a wife, and I come to ax your honour's conſent.” 


T. fm. 
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L. Aim. My conſent farmer! if that be neceſſary, 
you have it with all my heart I hope you have taken 
care to make a prudent choice. 

Giles. . N my lord. 

L. Aim. Well, and who is the happy fair one? does 


ſhe live in my houſe? 
Giles. Nor my lord, ſhe docs not le in your houſe, 
but ſhe's a parſon of eur aa WM 


L. Aim. Of my acquaintance! 2\ 

Giles. No offence Th hope your honour. 

L. Aim. None in the leaſt: but how is ſhe an ac- 
quaintance of mine? 

Giles. Your lord{hip do 1 Miller Fairfield? 

L. Aim. Well. 

Giles. And Patty Fairfield, his daughter, my lord, 

L. Aim. Ay, is it her you think of marrying ? 

Giles. Why if ſo be as your lordſhip has no ob- 
jection; to be ſure we will do nothing without your 
conſent and approbation. 
I. Aim. Upon my word LDR you have made an 
excellent choice It is a god-daughter of my mother's 
Madam, who was bred up ER 4 care, and I pro- 
teſt I do not know a more 2 05 woman 
but are you ſure farmer, hk 5 be ſelf is nenn 

able to 155 match ? 
Ciles. O yes my lord, I am ſattain of that. 
I. Aim. — — then ſhe deſired you to come and 
alk my conſent ? 

Giles. Why as far as this here, my lord; to be ſure 
the ems dic not care to publiſh the danns, Ee 

making your lordſhip a — But I hope your 

honor's not. angry with I 

L. Ex An 170 farmer ! w ſhould yop wan fo? 
what intere =” I in it to be angry ? 
Sir Har. And, ſo honeſt farmer, you are 
be married to. little Patty F EU. Her Kalbe $ 4 1. 
warm fellow; If 4 you. take care that ſhe bringe 
Oy to make e pot boil, 


La. 
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La. Sc. What does that concern you Sir Harry? 


_ often muſt I tell you of meddling in other people's 

airs, 

Sir Har. My io „a penny for. your thoughts. 
S 


La. Syc. your pardon, Sir Harry, upon my 
word, I did not think where I was. 


. Giles, Well then your honour, I'll make bold to be 
taking ray leave, I may ſay you gave conſent for Miſa 


100g0 Un! ff 3.07 39091005 $7504 115 41 HR 
L. Aim. Undoubtedly farmer, if ſhe' | it z 
but are not you afraid that her education has rendered 


her a little unſuitable for a wife for yow?r © > 17 
La.. Sye. Oh my lord, if the guPs handy. 
Silit. Handy, why faving reſpect, there's nothing 
comes amiſs to her; ſhe's cute at every varſal kind of 
thing orten if Haw en noch anz v. i nt 
1951: *3 1401 I bn 8 Th, 

 VTIBUL HG —— boden \ 3 
Odds my life, ſearch! England over, 

An you match her in her tation ; - * 

* be bound to fly the nutionn 

And be ſure as tuoll I lius herr. 


De bat ſcel m heart a bea,ẽẽ. 


Still ber _— name reprating, 
re the work tis always at, 


-  Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat. 
ene makes the muſic lilli. 
' IHWhat on yearth can Tweeter be f | on 


Den her little eyes ſo twinkle, 
Ti a feaft to hear and ſee. 
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SCENE IX. 


Lond AIMWORTH, Sin HAR Av, Lavy 
SYCAMORE, 


Sir Har. By dad this is a good merry fellow, is not 
he love, with his pitty patty — And ſo my lord you 
have given your conſent that he ſhall mar A mo- 
ther'd old houſekeeper... Ah, well, I can 

IL. Aim. Nobody doubts Sir Harry, chat you are 
very clear ſighted. 

Sir Har. Les, yes, let me alone, 1 know what's 
what: I was a young fellow once myſelf, and I ſhould 
have been glad of a tenant, to take a pretty girl off 
my hands now and then, as well as another. 6 

L. Aim. I proteſt my dear friend, I don't under- 
ſtand you. 1 1 80 21 

La. Syc. Nor nobody elſe — Sir ou are 
going at ſome way now. ei 

Sir Har. Who I, my lady? not I, as I hope to 
live and breath; tis nothing to«us you know, what 
my lord does before he's married; ; When I was a 
batchelor, I was a devil among the wenches, myſelf; 
and yet I vow to George my lord, fince I knew my 
lady Sycamore, and we 1 be man and wife eigh- 
teen years, if we live till next Candlemas 1 ; I never 
had to do—— | A 

La Syc. Sir Harry, come out of the room I deſire. 

Sir Har. Why. what's the en my lady, I did 
not ſay any harm? | 

La. Syc. I ſee what you are driving ne you want to 
make me faint. 

Sir Har. I want to make you faint, my lady ? 

La. Syc. Yes you do—and if you don't come out 
this inflant ] ſhall fall down in the chamber—I beg 
my lord you won't peak to him—will you come out, 
Sir Harry ? 

Sir Har. Nay but my lady 

La. He. No, I will have you out, 


SCENE 
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SCENE X. 


Lord A1MWoORTH,. 


This worthy baronet, and his lady, are certai 
a very whimſical couple, however, their daughter is 

rfectly amiable in every reſpect ; and yet I am ſorry 

have — her down here; for can T in honour 
marry her, while my affections are engaged to ano- 
ther? To what does the pride of condition and the cen- 
ſure of the world force me ! Muſt I then renounce the 
only perſon that can make me happy; becauſe, be- 
cauſe what? becauſe ſhe's a miller's daughter. Vain 
pride and unjuſt cenſure: has ſhe not all the graces 
that education can give her ſex, improved by a genius 
ſeldom found among the higheſt? Has ſhe not modeſty 
ſweetneſs of temper, and beauty of perſon, capable of 
adorning a rank the moſt exalted ? But it is too late to 
think of theſe things now; my hand is promiſed, my 
honour engaged; and if it was not ſo, ſhe has engaged 
herſelf, the farmer is a perſon to her mind, and I have 
authoriſed their union by my approbation. | 


. 


The mad man thus, at times, we ſee, 
With ſeeming reaſon bit; 

His looks, his words, his thoughts are free, 
And ſpeak a mind at reſt. 


But ſhort the calms of eaſe and ſenſe, 


And ah, uncertain too; 
While that idea lives from whence 


At firſt his frenzy grew. 


oe SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 


Changes to a proſpect of the mill. 


Enter RALPH, with MER yIN, in a riding dreſs, fol- 
lowed by FAN N v. | 


Fanny. Ah, pray your honour, if you have not 
Going to f * poor Fanny — 2 ——— 
Ralph. I tell you Fan, the gentleman has no change 
5 N him, why the plague will you be fo trouble- 
ome | 
Fanny. Lord what is it to you, if his honor has a 
mind to give me a trifle? do pray gentleman, put your 
3) in your pocket. 3 

AMervin. I am almoſt diſtracted ! ungrateful Theo- 
doſia ! to change fo ſuddenly; and write me ſuch a 
letter; however, I am reſolved to have my diſmiſſion 
face to face; this letter may be forced from her by 
** mother, who I know was neyer cordially my friend: 

could not get a ſight of her in London, but here 
they will be keſz on their guard; and ſee her I will, 
by one means or other. 

Fanny. Then your honour will not extend your 
Charity ? 


. 


T am young, and I am friendleſs, 
And poor alas! withal ; 
Sure my ſorrows will be endleſs 
In 4 ⁊ 1 help I call. 8 
Have ſome pity in your nature. 
To relieve a wretched creature, 


Though the gift be ne er ſo ſmall. 


May you poſſeſſing, every bleſſing. 
Still inherit Sir, all you merit Sir, 
And never know what it is to want ; 


Sweet Heaven, your worſhip all happineſs grant. 
SCENE 


A COMIC OPERA e 


SCENE XII. 


Ratryen, MERvVIN. 


Kal. Now [I'll go and take that money from her, 
and I have a good mind to lick her, fo I have. N 
Mer. Pho, prithee ſtay where you are. K 
Ral. Nay, but I hate to ſee a toad fo deviliſh 


greedy. 3s 


Mer. Well come, ſhe has not got a great deal, and 


I have thought how ſhe may do me a favour in her 


turn. f 
Kal. Ay, but you may put that out of your head, 
for I can tell you ſhe won't. 

Mer. How o ? 

Ral. How ſo, why ſhe's as cunning as the Devil. 

Mer. Oh ſhe is fancy I underſtand you. Well, 
in that caſe friend Ralph —Your name's Ralph, I 
think, 

Ral. Yes Sir, at your ſervice, for want of a 

better. 
Mer. I ſay then friend Ralph, in that cafe, we will 
remit the favour you think of, *till the lady is in a 
more complying humour, and try if ſhe cannot-ſerve 
me at preſent in-ſome other capacity——there are a 
good many gypſies hereabout, are there not? 

Ralph. Softly—I have a whole gang of them here 
in our barn ; I have kept them about the place theſe 
three months, and all on account of ſhe. - 

Mer. Really. 


Ral. Ves but for your life don't ſay a word of it 


to any Chriſtian—I am in love with her. 
er. Indeed. 


Ral. Feyther is as mad with me about it, as Old | 


Scratch; and I gets the plague and all of anger; but I 
don't mind that. 

Mer. Well friend Ralph, if you are in love, no doubt 
you have ſome influence over your miſtreſs ; don't you 
think now you could prevail upon her, and her compa- 

: nions 
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nions, to ſupply me with one of their habits, and let 
me go up with them-to-day to my lord Aimworth's, 

Ral. Why do you want to go a mumming ? we never 
do that here but in the Chriſtmas holidays, 

Mer. No matter : manage this for me, and manage 
it with ſecrecy ; and I promiſe you ſhall not go unre- 
warded. | 3 

Ral. Oh!] as for that ſir, I don't look for any thing; 
I can eaſily get you a bundle of their rags ; but I don't 
know whether you'll prevail on them to go up to my 
lord's, becauſe they're afraid of a big dog that's in the 
yard; but I'II tell you what I can do, I can go up be- 
fore you and have the dog faſtened, for I know his ken- 
nel. 

Mer. That will do very well——by means of this 
diſguiſe I ſhall probably get a ſight of her; and I leave 
the reſt to love and fortune. 


AIX. 


Why. quits the merchant, bleſi with eaſe, 
The pleaſures of his native ſeat ; 
To tempt the dangers of the ſeas, 


And climes more perilous than theſe ; 


Midſi freezing cold, or ſcorching heat? 


He knows the hardſhips, knows the pain, 
The length of way, but think: it ſmall; 
The ſweets of what he hopes to gain, 
ndaunted, make him combat all. 


SCENE 
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*£ E N E XIII. 
PATTY, RALPH, GiLzs, FANNY. 


Giles. So, his lordſhip was as willing as the flowers 
in May——and as I was _— along who ſhou'd I 
meet but your father and he bid me run in all haſte 
„ you for we were ſure you wou'd be deadly, 

lad. EOS W 1 
: Patty. I know not what buſineſs you had to go to 
my lord's at all farmer. 3 —_ 

Giles - Nay I only did as I was defired——Maſfter 
Fairfield bid me tell you moreover, as how he wou'd 
have you go up to my lord out of hand, and thank 
him. 

Ral. So ſhe ought, and take off thoſe cloaths, and 
put on what's more -becoming her ſtation; you 
know my father ſpoke to you of that this morning too. 

Patty. Brother, I ſhall obey my father. 


Dye flill my heart, ob ! fatal flroke 
That kills at once my hopes and me. 
Giles. Viſ Pat! | 
Patty. —what ? 
Giles. ———Nay 1 only ſpoke, 
Ralph. Take courage mon, ſhe does but joke. 
Come Suſter, ſomewhat, kinder be © 
Fanny. This ts a thing the moſt oddeſt, 
38 are ſo plaguily modeſt ; 
ere we in the caſe, 
Ral. Fan. F be in their place, 
We'd carry it off with a different face, 
Giles. Thus I take her by the lilly hand, 
| So foft and white, 
Ral, _ why now that's right : 
And kiſs her too, mon, never ſtand. 


What 


* 
— — — tl Ya — —e — . —— _ - 


_— 
= 


— — 


24 THE MAID: OF THE MILL. 


455 words can explain 
pleaſure—my pain? 
Pat. Giles. 27 preſſes, it riſes, 
My heart. it ſurpriſes, 
I can't keep it down tho I'd never þ on. 


Fan, Ss here the play ends, 
The lovers are friends. 
Ral. Huſh ! 
F an, — 775% / 
Giles. _ * | Naß / 
Patty. — Pha ! 
All. That torment's exceeding, what joys are above, 


Toe pains and the pleaſures that wait upon love 


END Or THE FirsT ACT, 


Act 
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ACT II. sc ENE L 


A marbli portico ornamented with Hotuet, which opens 
from Lord AtuWoRTHA's houſe ; two chairs mar the 
Front. 5 | 


Enter Lord A1 MWORTH reading. 


N how contemptible a light would the ſituation I am 
now in, ſhew me to moſt of the fine men of the 
preſent age? in love with a country girl, rivale by a 
poor fellow, one of my meaneſt tenants; and uneaſy at 
it; if I had a' mind to her, I know they would tell 
me, I ought. to have taken care to make myſelf eaſy 
long ago, when I had her in my power. But I have 
the teſtimony of my own heart in my favour; and I 
think was it to do again, I ſhould act as I have done, 
Let's ſee what have we here? perhaps a book may com- 
poſe my thoughts ; [reads and throws the book away] it's 
to no purpoſe, I can't read, I can't think, I can't do any 
thing. 7 


wy A I R. 


Ah! bow vainly mortals treaſure, 
Hopes of happineſs and pleaſure, 
Hard and doubtful ta obtam ; ö 
By what /landards falſe we meaſure : X 
Still purſuing, — 
Ways to ruin, 4 
. Seeking bliſs, and finding pain. 
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SCENE II. 


Lord AimwoRTH, parrv. 


Patty. Now comes the trial; no, my ſentence is al- 
ready pronounc'd, and I will meet my fate with pru- 
dence and reſolution. a 
L. Aim. Who's there ? n 
Patty. My lord! 
3 Aim. Patt Fo 3 

Patty. I hum pardon my lord, for preſſing ſo 
Fea into OE” but K told I might Stk 
this way; and I am come by my father's commands, to 
thank your Jordſhip for all your favours. | 

L. Aim. Favours Patty | what favours ? I have done 
you none; but why this metamorphoſis ? I proteſt if 
you had not ſpoke, I ſhould not have known you; 1 
neyer ſaw you wear ſuch cloaths as theſe in my mother's 
8 I 

. No m it was ip's pleaſure 
2 beter „ and therefore I 1 it is 
now my duty to dreſs in a manner more ſuitable to my 
ſtation, and future proſpects in life. 

Ii. Aim. I am afraid Patty you are too humble 
come fit down—nay I will have it ſo—what is it I have 
been told to day Patty, it ſeems you are going to be 
married. ; 

Patty. Yes my lord. 
L. Aim. Well, and don't you think you could have 
made a better choice than farmer Giles? I ſhould ima- 
gine your perſon, your accompliſhments, might have 
mtitled you to look higher. | 

Patty. Your lordſhip is pleaſed to over-rate my little 
merit; the education I received in your family, does 
not intitle me to forget my origin ; and the farmer is 
my equal. | 

L. Aim. In what reſpect? the d s of rank and 
fortune, my dear Patty, are arbitrary diſtinctions, unwor- 
chy the regard of thoſe who conſider juſtly; the true 


R COMIC OPERA. 22 
el equality is ſeated in the mind; ba who 


dag ak i ae noble pl 6 
iy, Th e farmer my lord, is a ve nad meme 
L. Aim. So he may, I dow 't N would break 
into a houſe, or commit a robbery on the highway 3 
wigenla pop ant! ane his honeſty for? _ 
Patty. 1 d not mean to affend your fbi 7 
L. Aim. Offend! I am not o ended- Patty, not at 
all affended-mhut is thers any great wet in n mn | 
oy. Re 
Ain, 1 The Ker U rd rg rg 
what re 
a ſociety 3 — 
— — 5 Pure you like bi and ff Fan bong 
wrong thing. 
Patty. Upon my word, my lord—— 
L. Aim. ay I be you do, he has bad the good for 
tune to pleaſe you, and in furan aa we or 4 
in the right to ales your ĩnclinations I muſt 


you one thu IU ou won't 
— it unfriendly * me But I am w termined 


e 
L. Aim. That's of no W Oval I find as 
many good qualities in him as you do, but 


*tis enough, he's a fellow I don't like; -and as you 
have a regard for him, I would have you ' adviſe him to 
provide himſelf. 

Patty. My lord I am very unfortunate. 
L. == She loves him tis plain Come — 

don't cry, I would not willingly do any thing to m 

ou uneaſy—Have you ſeen Miſs Sycamore yet? I 
WY you know the and I are going to be married. 
So I hear my lord ; Heaven make you both 


happy. 
L. Aim. Thank you Patty, I hope we ſhall be 


happy. 
* E 2 Patty 
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Patty. Upon my knees, upon my knees T pray it ; 
may every earthly bliſs attend you; may your days 
prove an uninterrupted courſe of delightful tran- 
quility : and your mutual friendſhip, confidence and 
love, end but with your lives, 

L. Aim. Riſe Patty, riſe; ſay no more] ſup- 
poſe you'll wait upon Miſs 'Sycamore' before you ga 
away——at' preſent I have a little buſtneſs———s 
I aid, Patty, don't aMi& yourſelf, I have been ſome- 
what haſty with regard to the farmer, but fince I ſee 
how deeply you are intereſted in his affairs, I may, 
poſſibly, alter my deſigns with regard to him Vo 
know——you know Patty, your marriage with him is 
no concern of mino only ſpeak ——— 4:4 


paſſe in vain I attempt to difſemble, ' 

22 paſſin in to hide it, but fr ay appear 1 

Enraptur d I gaze, when touch her I tremble, © 

And ſpeak to and hear her, with fault ring and fear, 
By bot many cruel ideas tormented ? 

My blood's in a ferment, it freezes, it burns; 
This moment I wiſh, what the next is repented, 

While love, rage and Jealouſy rack me by turns 4 
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SCENE, UI thod oa de 
eb Inet: . 


* 


LN D&th 
rare lol. 8 


N 


Gili. Miss Pat Odd rabit it, 1 tmougit bis ho 
was here z and I. wiſh I may die if m 122 
Jump. jth my mouth,—come, come 40 5 all haſte, 
* JO rig bes 5 9 5 never ry "IE 


5 Fur. a * 3 . L eils Wa 
221 fun—there* 5 as _—_— be el 
tenants, "Win, 44 Ad, have got e » 


before the caſtle, with pipers and 'garlarids; Afar all 
the world as thof it was May day; and the quality's 
looking at them out of the windows—*Tis as true as 

any thing; on account of my — 8 coming home 
with his new lady lock here, have! Abrought a 
{tring of their flowers along with ms., ay 

Patty. Well, and what then? A 

Giles. Why L was thihking; ic bon would 
come down, as we might take a dance together; little 
Sal, farmer Harrow's daughter of the den, would 
fain have had me ſor a partner; but I faiths how I'd 

p fore one I liked better, one that I'd make a — 
It - IF aan 0) 

"Pity. Did you {a . r e 

Giles. Yes, and ſhe was ſtruck all of a*heap—ſhe 
had not a word to throw to a dog for Sal and I kept 
company once for a little bit. 

Patty. Farmer, I am Feine to ſay ſomething to you, 
and I deſire you will liſten to it attentively—it ſeems 
you think of our being married - nee 

Giles. Think, why I think of nothing elſe; it's 
all over the place mun, as how you are to be my 
ſpouſe, and you wou'd not believe what game folks 
make of me. 

Patty. Shall I talk to = like a friend, farmer 
you and I were never deſign'd for one another; and I 
am — certain we ſhould not be happy. 

Giles 
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Giles. Oh! as for that matter, I never has no words 
with no body. 

Patty. Shall T peak pliner to 85 you d- dk 
like you. 
Giles. No! ' © 

2 n eu. your dune tome— 
Pat 5 of thing OT Te oye s= i 


45 % Wy, I bought Nie Pc the ar be 


you 

Pat 2 let this undeceive you Be aſſured we 
wor man and wife. No "Fer r ſhall Beard ve 
force mo- you r my e wy 


your adyantage of it 


Coll; 
WW F/ 
525 7 2 7 
Ev'ry hardſbip wo 3 
ee pref we 


Se 0 
8 the man * — —— 


my beart in keeping 


Wealth with others ſucceſs will inſure 12 

Where your wit and your perſon may pleaſe, 

Tale ta them your loue, I conjure . 
Aud in d me at eaſe. 


SCENE 


A COMI© Oo PER 4 
SCENE x. 


ſhe was bred among them? and 3 
will be upon their vixen tricks, till 
very church with a man; Icod there b 
NA tis the cry ery of one am all, that 
moral of a every 
daughters, for Sade If G av they 
thing to boaſt of, but a ſcrap of d N Wont ek 
ats, will have as many turnings and windings as a 
3 lem come, of outing with mater 2 There can 
86 Rain eme of K a 
ſoever: odd rabbit 
half vext with my myſelf now 


ns — an, ; 
| She's ſo hame-fac'd in her carriage, 
1s with pain the ſuit's began. 


Tho'f mayhap ſhe Tikes him manly, 
= fhe ſhams it Ml and cold ; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 

Left the folks ſhould think her bold. 


But the parſon comes in fight, © 
Grves — to bill and coo; 

3 a different flory quite, 

quickly buckles too, 


3 
_ 
SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


Changes to a view of Lord AIM WORT H's houſe, and 

improvements; 4 ſeat under à tree; and part of the 
— md wall with o Chineſe Powilion over itz, ang 
country people appear dancing, others hoking an; among 
whom are MER V IN, (diſguiſed; Ra LVH, FANNY, 
i and a, number of H. After the dancers go 2 
+, THEoODOSIA,. and PATTY, enter through .a. gate 
| ſuppoſed ts have a conneftion with the principat hailing, 


Dies. Well then my dear Patty, you will run away 
from us; but why in ſuch 2 hurry, I have a thouſand 
* eee e root: 
Pat. I ſhall do myſelf the honour to pay my duty 
to you ſome. other time, Madam, at preſent I really 
find myſelf a litle indiſpoſed.. . 

.. Thee. Nay, I would OE means lay you under any 
xeſtraint. But methinks entertainment we have juſt 

n taking part of, ſhould have put you into bettcy 

irits : I am not in an over-merry mood myſelf, yet 

ſwear I could not look on the diverſion of thoſe 
honeſt folks, without feeling a certain  gaietie de 
cœur. 6 
Pat. Why indeed Madam, it had one circumſtance 
attending it, which is often wanting to more polite 
amuſements, that of ſeeming to give undiſſembled ſa- 
tisfaction to thoſe who were en in it. 

Theo. Oh infinite, infinite ! to ſee the chearful 
healthy looking creatures, toil with ſuch a will, 
to me there were more genuine charms, in their awk- 
ward ſtumping and jumping about ; their rude mea- 
ſures, and homeſpun finery ; than in all the dreſs, 
ſplendor, and ſtudied graces, of a birth2night ball- 
room. 5 q 3 * * 

Pat. Tis a very uncommon declaration to be made by 
a ſine lady, Madam; but certainly, however the artful 
delicacies of high life may dazzle and ſurpriſe, nature 
has particular attractions, even in 2 cottage, her moſt 

A N ; unadorned 
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unadorned ſtate; which ſeldom fails to affect us, tho 


we can ſcarce give a reaſon for it. 8 

Theo. But you know, Patty, I was always a diſtracted 
admirer of the country; no damſel in romance was 
ever fonder of groves and purling ſtreams: had I been 
born in the days of Arcadia, with my preſent propen- 
ſity, inſtead of being a fine lady, as you call me, I 
ſhould certainly have kept a flock of ſheep, 

Patty. Well, madam, you have the ſages, poets, and 
2 of all ages, to countenance your way of 

inking. | 

Thee. And you, my little philoſophical friend; don't 
you think me in the right too ? | 


Patty. Yes indeed, madam, perfectly. 


A 1 R 


Truſt me, would you taſte true pleaſure, 

Without mixture, without meaſure, © 

No where ſhall you find the treaſure 
Sure as in the ſylvan ſcene : 


Bleft, who, no falſe glare requiring, 

Nature's rural ſweets admiring, 

Can, from groſſer joys retiring, 
Seek the ſample and fer ene. 


SD. 


THrrodosla, MErvin, Fanny. 


Theo. How unjuſt is fortune in the diſtribution of 
her gifts! This girl certainly merits to ſhine in a 
higher ſphere ; and how many that paſs for fine ladies 
might fill the place ſhe now occupies without the leaſt 
violence to their characters. | 

Mer. Yonder ſhe is ſeated, and, to my wiſh, mot 
fortunately alone. Accoſt her as I deſired. 

Theo, Heigh! (S:ghing) I could be very melancholly 
now; but that indeed is no wonder in my preſent ſitua- 


tion. 
F Fan. 


** 
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Fan. Heaven bleſs you, my ſweet lady bleſs your 
honour's beautiful viſage, and ſend you a good huſband 
and a great many of them. 

Theo, A very comfortable wiſh upon my word ; who 
are you, child ? | 5 

Fan. A poor gipſey, an' pleaſe you, that goes about 
begging from charitable gentlemen and ladies — If you 
have ere a coal or bit of whiting in your pocket, I'll: 
write you the firſt letter of your ſweetheart's name; 
how many huſbands you will have, and how many chil. 
dren, my lady; or, if you will let me look at your line 
of life, Pl tell vou whether it will de long or ſhort, 
happy or miſerable. , 

Theo. Oh! as for that, I know it already——my life 
will be miſerable moſt certainly; and, as you cannot 
tell me any good fortune, I'll hear none. Go about 
your buſineſs. 

Mer. Stay, madam, ſtay ( Pretending to 15 a paper 
from the ground) you have dropt ſomething. Fan, call 
the youn 8 back. 
an, Lady, you have loſt—— 

Theo. Pho, p o, I have loſt nothing. 

Aer. Yes, that paper, lady; you dropt it as you got 
up from the chair: we are poor but honeſt. Fan, give 
it to her honour, | 

Theo. A letter with my addreſs! (Takes the paper 
and reads) Dear Theodoſia ! Though the fight of 
„% me was ſo diſagreeable to you, that you charged 
© me never fo approach you more, I hope my hand- 
« writing can have nothing to frighten or diſguſt you, 
% ] am not far off, and the perſon who delivers you 
ce this, can give you intelligence.” Come hither, 
child ; Do you know any thing of the gentleman that 
wrote this ? | X | 

Fan. My lady | 

Theo. Make haſte, run this moment, bring me to 
him, bring him to me ; ſay I wait with impatience ; 
tell him I will go, fly any where 

Mer. My lite, my charmer ! 

Theo. Oh, Heavens !-——+Mr. Meryin ! 


SCENE 


ä Ty | 
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 Tatzorosra, Marvin, Six Harry, Laby Syca- 
Mon, FANNY, GIPSIES« _ 
La. Syc. Sir Harty don't walk fo faſt, we are not 
Nah for 2. w4 3 n 
Sir Har. Hough, hough, hough:. © © TY 
La. Syc. Hey day, you have got a cough; I ſhall have 
you laid up upon my hands preſently. 3. 
Sir Har. No no, my lady, tis only the old affair. 
La. Syc. Come hete, and let me tye this handker- 
chief about your neck; you have put yourſelf into 
muck-ſweat already (Ties a handkerchigf about his mech) 
Have you taken your Bardana this morning? I war- 
rant you no now, though you have been complaining 
of twitches two or three times; and you know the 
outy ſeaſon is conn on. Why will you be fo 
FegleAful of your health, Sir Harry? I proteſt I am 
forced to watch you like an infant. | 

Sir Har. My lovey takes care of ' me, and I am 
obliged to het, | wh ates 
La. Syc. Well, but you ought to mind me then, 
ſince you are ſatisfied I never ſpeak but for your good. 
T thought, Miſs Sycamore, you were to have fol- 
lowed your papa and me into the garden. — How 
far did you go with that wench ? 

Theo. T hey are gypſies, madam, they ſay. Indeed 
I don't know what they are. a; 

La. Syc. I wiſh, miſs, you would learn to give a ra- 
tional anſwer —  . __ . _ / 

Sir Har. Eh! What's that? Gipſies !. Have we gip- 
ſies here? Vagrants, that pretend to a knowledge of 
future events; diviners ; fortune-tellers ? 

Fan. Yes, your worſhip; we'll tell your fortune, or 
her ladyſhip's, for a crum of bread, or a little broken 
victuals, what you throw to your dogs, an pleaſe you. 

Sir Har. Broken victuals, huſſy ! How do you think 
we ſhould have broken victuals? If we were at home, 
indeed, perhaps you might get ſome ſuch thing from 
the cook; but here we are only on a viſit to a friend's 
houſe, and have nothing to do with the kitchen at all. 

F 2 La. Syc. 


2 * * 


36 THE MAID OF THE M\LL. 

La. Syc. And do you think, Sir Harry, it is neceſ- 
ſary to give the creature an account. 

Sir Har. No, love, no; but what can you ſay to ob- 
ſtinate people ? Get you gone, bold face I once 
knew a merchant's wife in the City, my Lady, who had 
her fortune told by ſome of thoſe þiphies. They ſaid 
ſhe ſhould die at ſuch a time; and I warrant, as ſure 
as the day came, the oor gentlewoman actually diet 
with the conceit—Come, 99007 your mama and 1 

are going to take a walk — My Lady, will you have 
hold of my arm ? | 

La. Syc. No, Sir Harry, I chooſe to go by myſelf. 

Mer. Now, love, aſſiſt me (Turning to the gipſſes) 
Follow, and take all your cues from me,—Nay, but 
good lady and gentleman, you wont go without re- 
membering the poor gipſies. | 
Sir Har. Hey! here is all the gang after us. 

Grp, Pray, your noble honour. | 

La. Syc. Come back into the garden, we ſhall be co- 
vered with vermin. | : 

Gip. Out of the bowels of your commiſſeration. 

La. Syc. They preſs upon us more and 'more ; yet 
that girl has no mind to leave them ; I ſhall found 
away. 22 

"Th Her. Dit be bten d, 'wy lady; let me 8d. 
—_ 


ow he = 


zu vile pack of vagabonds what di ye mean ? 
Til maul you, raſcallious, 
Te tatter demallions— * 
If one of them comes within reach of my cane. 
Such curſed aſſurance, , 
Tis paſt all endurance. 
Nay, nay, proy come away, 
' They're lyars and thieves, 
And he that believes 
Their fooliſh predictious 
Will find them but fictions, 
A. bubble that always deceives, 
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S S E. N E VI. 
Mexvin, TugopostA, FAN NV, Girstgs. 

Fanny. Oh ! mercy, dear, — The gentleman is ſo 
bold, 'tis well if he does not — us into trouble. 
Who knows but this may be a juſtice of peace ; and 
ſee, he's following them into-the garden. IN 
* G Well, *tis all your ſeeking, Fan. | 

an. We ſhall have warrants to take us up, I'll be 
hang'd elſe. We had better run away, the fervants will 
come out with ſticks to lick us. An | 

Mer. Curſed ill fortune (Here Mervin returns with 
gipſies) She's gone, and, perhaps, I ſhall not have ano- 
ther opportunity——And you, ye blundering block- 
heads, I won't give you a halfperny——Why did you 
not clap too the garden-door, when I called to you, 
before the young ſady got in? The key was on the 
out- ſide, which would have given me ſome time for an 
explanation. en 

2d Gip. An pleaſe your honour I was dubus. 

Mer. Dubus ! plague choak ye—— However, it is 
ſome ſatisfaction that I have been able to let her ſee 
me, and know where I am—(Turning to the gipſies, who 
ge off ) Go, get you gone, all of you, about your huſi- 
neſs. 

Theo. Diſappeared, fled !——{Thesds/ia appears in the 
pavilion) Oh, how unlucky this is ! Cod he not 
have patience to Wait a moment. 

Merv. I know not what to reſolve on. 

Theo. Hemm 4 

Mer. I'll go back to the garden- door. 

Theo, Mr. Mervin! | * | 

Mer. What do I ſee! *Tis ſhe, *tis ſhe herfelf ! 
Oh, Theodoſia !——ShallI climb the wall and come 
up to you ? Sad 

Theo. No; ſpeak ſoftly, Sir Harry and my Lady fit 
below at the end of the walk. How much am I obliged 
to you for taking this trouble... 

er. When their happineſs is at ſtake, what is it 
men will not attempt? Say but you love me. 

Theo. What proof would you have me give you? I 
know but of one: if you pleaſe, I am willing to go off 
with you. Mer. 
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Mer. Are you? Would to Heaven I had brought a 
carriage! . 

Theo. How did you come? Have you not horſes? 

Mer. No, there's another misfortune; to avoid ſuſ- 
picion, there being but one little public-houſe in the 
village, I diſpatched my ſervant with them, about an 
hour ago, to wait for me at a town twelve miles diſtant, 
whither I pretended to go alſo; but alighting a mile 
off, I equipt myſelf, and came back as you ſee ; nei- 
ther can we, nearer than this town, get a poſt-chaiſe. 

: Theo. You ſay you have made a confidant of the mil- 

ler's ſon: return to your place of rendezvous ; my fa- 
ther has been aſked this moment, by Lord Aimworth, 
who is in the garden, to take a walk with him down 
to the mill: they will go before dinner, and it ſhall be 
hard if I cannot contrive to be one of the company. 

Mer. And what then ? 

Theo. Why, in the mean time, you may deviſe ſome 
method to carry me from hence; and I'll take care you 
ſhall have an opportunity of communicating it to me, 

Mer. Well, but dear Theodoſia 


11 


The. Hiſt, hiſt! I hear my mother call 
Pr'ythee be gone, 
Well meet anon, — 
Catch this, and this 
Bio me a kiſs, 
In pledge-promis'd truth, that's all, 
Farewell !—and yet a moment ſtay, 
Something beſide I have to ſay : 
Well, tis forgot; — 
No matter what. 
Love grant us grace, 
The mill's the place. 
She calls again, I muſt away, 
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Mxxvix, FAxxNv. 


Fan. Pleaſe your honour, you were ſo kind as to ſay, 


you would remember my fellow-travellers for their 
trouble, and they think I have gotten the money. 

Mer. Oh, here! give them this (Gives her ) 
And for vou, my dear little pilot, you have brought 
me ſo cleverly through my buſineſs, that I muſt—— 

Fan. Oh, Lord! your honour — (Mervin kiſſes her) 
Pray don't—kiſs me again. 1 

Kivv. Again, and 1 a thought come 
into my head. Theodoſia will certainly have no ob- 
jection to putting on a dreſs of the ſiſter of mine. So, 
and ſo only, we may eſcape to Night. This girl, for 
a little money, will provide us with neceſſarie 

Fan. Dear, gracious! I warrant you now I am as 
red as my petticoat. Why would you royſter and 
towzel one ſo ?——If Ralph was to ſee you, he'd be 
as jealous as the vengeance. | 

Mer. Hang Ralph! Never mind him. ' There's a 
guinea for the. | 

Fan. What, a golden guinea ? 

Mer. Yes; and, if thou art a good girl, and do as TI 
deſire thee, thou ſhalt have twenty. 

Fan. Ay, but not all gold. 

Mer. As good as that is, 

Fan. Shall I though, if I does as you bids me ? 

Merv. You ſhall. 

Fan. Precious heart] He's a ſweet gentleman ! Ecod 
I have a rout mind — 

Mer. W hat art thou thinking about ? 

Fan. Thinking, your honour? Ha, ha, ha! 

- Mer. Indeed, ſo merry, 


Pan. I don't know what I am thinking about, not I 


— — Ha, ha, ha !-—T wenty guineas | 
Mer. I tell thee thou ſhalt have them. 
Fan. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Mer. By Heaven I am ſerious, 


Fan. 


LES 
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Fan. Ha, ha, hal Why then I'll do whatever your 
honour pleaſes. 

Mer. Stay. here a little, to ſee that all keeps quiet. 
44 find me preſently at the mill, where we'll talk 
arther. 


A I X. 


Yes, tis decreed, thou maid divine, 
J muſt, I will, poſſeſs thee. 
Ob, what delight within my arms to preſs thee ! 
To kiſs and call _ mine / 
That ne er can waſte, 9 no er can chy, 
All other pleaſures I reſign. 


Why fhould we dally, 
Stand ſbilli ſhally ? 
Tat Fortune ſmile or frotun; 
Love will attend us, 
Love will befriend us, 
And all our wiſhes crdwon. 


if 


SCENE. 
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SCENE X. 


FAN N Y RALF H. 


Fun. What a dear kind foul he is——here comes 
Ralpþ——1 can tell him, unleſs he makes me his 


lawful wife, as he has often ſaid he would, the devil 
a word more ſhall he ſpeak to me. 

Ral. So Fan, where's the gentleman ? | 

Fan. Why how ſhould I know where he is, what 
do you alk me for? 1.4 feat. * 

Kal. There's no harm in putting a civil queſtion, 
be there? why you look as croſs and ill natured— 


Fan, Well, mayhap I do—and mayhap I may 


have wherewithal for It. 


Ral. Why has the gentleman offered any thing un- 


civil? ecod I'd try a bout as ſoon as look at him; 


Fan, He offer ——neo-——he's a E every ry. 


inch of him; but you are ſenſible Ralph, you have 
been promiſing me a t while, this, and that, 


and t'other, and when all comes to all, I don't fee but 


you are like the reſt of them, 
Fal. Why what is it I have promiſed ? 


Fan. To marry me in the church, you have a hun- 


dred times. 


Ralph. Well, and mayhap I will; if you'll have 


patience, | 
Fan. Patience me no patience, you may do it now 
if you pleaſe. ds de 


Kal. Well, but ſuppoſe I don't pleaſe ; I tell you” 


Fan you're a fool, and wait to quarrel with your 
bread and butter; 1 have had anger enow from feyther 
already, upon you're account, and you want me to 
come by more; as I ſaid, if you have patience, may- 
hap a fall out, and mayhap not. 

Fan. With all my heart then; and now I know 
your mind, you may go hang yourſelf, 

Kal. Ay, ay. 


G Fan. 


* 
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Fan. Yes, you may—who cares for you ? 
Rat. Well, and who cares for you, an you go to 
that * | 

Fan. A menial feller—go mind your mill and your 
2 ery, I don't think you worthy to wipe my ſhoes, 
—feller. 

Kal. Nay but Fan, keep a civil tongue in your 
head, odds fleſh! I would fain know what fly bites all 
of a ſudden now. | | 

Fan. Marry come up, the beſt gentlemen's ſons in 
the county have made me profters, and if one is a 
Miſs, be a Miſs to a gentleman I ſay, that will give 
one fine cloathes, and take one to ſee the ſhow, and 
put money in one's pocket. 

Ral. Whu, whu (whil/lling, ſbe hits him a flap in 
the fo) what's that for ? ; 

Fun. What do you whiſtle for then! Do you think 
I am a dog ? | 

Ral. Never from me Fan, if I have not a mind to 
give you with this ſwitch in my hand here, as good a 
acing— 

2 Touch me if you dare, touch me; and PII 
ſwear my life again you. 

Ral. A murrain! with her damn'd little fiſt, as hard 
as ſhe could draw. | 

Fun. Well, its good enough for yon; I'm not ne- 
cefiated to take up with the impurence of ſuch a low- 
liv'd monkey as you are——A gentleman's my friend, 
and I can have twenty guincas in my hand, all as 
good gold. as that is. | 
af. Belike from this Londoner, eh? 

Fan. Yes fram him ſo you may take your pro- 
miſe of marriage, I don't value it that (/þ:ts) and if 
you ſpeak to me, I'll flap your chops again. 


AIR 
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Lord Sir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy, 
But I the refuſal can bear ; 

J warrant 1 ſhall not run crazy, 
Ner die, in a fit of deſpair. 


If fo you ſuppoſe you're miſtaken, 

For Sir, for to let you to know ; 
Pm not ſuch a maiden forſaken, 

But 1 have two ſtrings to my bow. 


SCENE XI. 


A RE © 2 


Indeed ! now I'Il be judg'd by any ſoul living in the 
world, if ever there was a viler piece of treachery than 
this here; there is no ſuch a thing as a true friend 
upon the face of the globe, and fo I have faid a hun- 
dred times] a couple of baſe deceitful—after all my 
love and kindneſs ſhewn, Well, I'Il be revenged, ſee 
an I ben't—Mafter Marvint, that's his name, an he 
do not ſham it; he has come here and diſguiſed un- 
ſelf ; whereof tis contrary-to law fo to do; beſides, I 
do partly know why he did it; and Tl fiſh out the 
whole conjuration, and go up to the caſtle and tell 
every ſylable; a ſhan't carry æ wench from me, wert 
he twenty times the mon he is; and twenty times td 
that again; and moreover than fo, the firſt time I meet 
un, PH knock un down, tho'f twas before my lord ham 
= and he may capias me for it afterwards, an he 


* 
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Pm in ſuch a paſſion, but let em take care on't, 
Or elfe by the mackins, before they're aware on 
They'll pay for their gameſomeneſs dear; 
The firſt and the beſt, whomſamdever they be, 
Shall find, if they offer to play upon me, 
They take the wrong ſow by the car. 


J have been a fool to this Londonſhire ſhaver, 
But now ſince I ſees his ungrateful hehaver, 
PI with him turn oer a new leaf; 
And if I don't ſpeedily ſerve em a trick, 
Shall make both my lady aud gentleman ſich, 
I hy ſay that my name is not Ralph. 


SCENE XII. 


Changes ta a room in the Mill; two chairs with a tabls, 
. and a tankard of beer, 


FALLUTELTD, UrLi 58. 


Fairf. In ſhort, farmer, I don't know what to ſay to 
thee. I have ſpoken to her all I can; but I think chil- 
dren were born to pull the grey hairs of their parents 
to the grave with ſorrow. | 

Giles. Nay maſter Fairfield don't take on about it ; 
belike Miſs Pat has another love, and if fo, in 
Heaven's name be't : what's one man's meat as the 
ſaying is is another man's poiſon. And thof, ſome 
might find me well enough to their fancy, ſet in caſe I. 
don't ſuit her's, why there's no harm done, 

Fairf Well but neighbour, I have put that to her; 
and the ſtory is, ſhe has no inclination to marry any 
one; all the deſires, is, to ſtay at home and take care 

f me. 
G Giles. Maſter Fairfield ——here's towards your good 
health, 


Fairf. 
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Fairf. Thank thee friend Giles—and here's towards 
thine——I promiſe thee had things — as we pro- 
poſed, thou ſhould'ſt haye had one half of what I was 
worth, to the uttermoſt farthing. | 

Giles. Why to be ſure Maſter Fairfield, I am not the 
leſs obligated to your 8 but as to that matter, 
had I married, it ſhould not have been for the lucre of 
gain; but if I do like a girl, do you ſee, I do like her; 
ay, and I'll take her, ſaving reſpect, if ſhe had not a 
ſecond petticoat. | 

Fairf, Well ſaid where love is, with a little in- 
duſtry, what have a young couple to be afraid of? and 
by the lord Harry, for all that's paſt, I cannot help 
thinking we ſhall bring our matters to bear yet—Young 
women you know friend Giles ! F | 

Giles. Why that's what I have been thinking with 
myſelf, maſter Fairheld, | 

Fairf. Come then, mend thy draught—duce take me, 
if I let it drop ſo. But in any caſe don't you go to 
make yourſelf uneaſy. Uta 

Giles. Uneaſy maſter Fairfield, what good * 
that do. For ſarten, ſeeing how things were, 
ſhould have been very glad they had gone accordingly; 
but if they change, tis no fault of mine, you know. 


A IX. 


Zooks 1 roby ſhould T fit down and grieve ? 
No caſe ſo jad, there may nt be had, 
Some med cine to relieve. . 2 
Here's what maſters, all diſaſters : . 
With a cup of nut-brown beer, 
Thus my drooping thoughts I cheer > 
If one pretty damſel fail me, 
From another I may find, 
Return more kind; | 
hat a murrain then ſhould ail me? 
All girls are not of a mind. 
He's a child that wimpers for a toy, 
So here's to thee, honeft boy, 


SCENE 
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SCENE XIII. 


FAIRFIELD, Lord AtMWORTH. | 
Fairf. O the goodneſs, his lordſhip's honour——you 


are come into a litter'd place, my noble fir — the arm 
chair here will it pleaſe your honour to repoſe you, 
on this till a better 

L. Aim. Thank you Miller, there's no occaſion for 
either only want to ſpeak a few words to you, and 
have company waiting for me without. 

Fairf. Without won't their honours favour my 
poor hovel ſo far 

L. Aim. No Miller, let them ſtay where they are— 
I find you are about marrying your daughter know 
the great regard my mother had for her, and am ſatis- 
fied that nothing but her ſudden death, could have pre- 
vented her leaving her a handſome proviſion. 

Fairf. Dear my lord, your noble mother, you, and 
all your _—_ haye heap'd favours on favours, on my 
poor child. 
$7 Aim. Whatever has been done for her ſhe has 

_ Why to be ſure, my lord, ſhe is a very good 

irl, 
; L. Aim. Poor old man—but thoſe are tears of ſatis- 
faction here maſter Fairfield, to bring matters to a 
ſhort concluſion, here is a bill of a thouſand pounds. 
_ your daughter with what you think convenient 
Ot it. a 
Fairf A thouſand pound my lord ! pray excuſe me; 
excuſe me worthy fir, too much has been done already, 
and we have no pretenſtons. 

L. Aim. I inſiſt upon your taking it Put it up 
and ſay no more. 

1 Well my lord, if it muſt be ſo; but indeed, 
indeed | 

L. Aim. In this I only fullfil what I am ſatisfied 
would pleaſe my mother, As to myſelf, I ſhall take 


upon 
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upon me all the expences of Patty's wedding, and 
have already given orders about it. 


Fair. Alas Sir, you are too good, too generous 
but I fear we ſhall not be able to profit of your kind 


intentions, unleſs you will condeſcend to ſpeak a 
little to Patty. 


I. Aim. How ſpeak |! 
Fair. Why my lord, I thought we had pretty well 


ordered all things concerning this marriage, but all on 


a ſudden, the girl has taken it into her head, not to 
have the farmer, and declares ſhe will never marry at 
all——but I know my lord, ſhe'll pay great reſpect 
to any thing you ſay; and if rer. but lay your com- 
ck on her to marry him, I am ſure ſhe'll do it. 

L. Aim. Who, I lay my commands on her ? 

Fair. Yes, pray my lord do; I'll ſend her into 
you. 


L. Aim. Maſter Fairfield! ( Fairfield goes ant and 


returns) What can be the — 3 Tag this? refuſe to 


marry the farmer ! How, why ? heart is thrown 
in an agitation, while — I take ſerves but to 
lead me into new perplexities, 

Fair. She's coming, my lord, I ſaid you were here; 
and I humbly beg you will tell her, you inſiſt upon 
the match going forward; tell her you inſiſt upon 
it my lord, and ſpeak a little angrily to her. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XIV. 


Lord AtmworTH, PaTrTy. 


Pat. Yet another conflict! well, 'tis the laſt, and I 
muſt go through it. * | 

L. Aim. I came hither, Patty, in conſequence of 
our converſation this morning, to render your change 
of {tate as agreeable and happy as I could; but 
your father tells me, you have fallen out with the 
farmer; has any thing happened ſince I ſaw you laſt, 
to alter your good opinion of him ? 

Pat. No my lord, I am in the ſame opinion with 
rezard to the farmer now, that I always was. 

L. Aim. 1 thought, Patty, you loved him, you told 
me ? 25 

Pat. My lord! 

L. Aim. Well, no matter It ſeems I have been miſ- 
taken in that particular Poſſibly your affections are 
engaged elſewhere; let me but know the man that 
can make you happy, and I ſwear 

Pat. Indeed, my lord, you take too much trouble 

upon my account, 

IL. Aim. Perhaps Patty, you love ſomebody ſo m uch 
beneath you, you are aſhamed to own it; but your 
eſteem confers a value whereſoever it is placed was 
too harſh with you this morning ; our inclinations are 
not in our own power; they maſter the wiſeſt of us. 

Pat. Pray, pray my lord, talk not to me in this 
ſtile ; conſider me as one deſtined by birth and fortune 
to the meaneſt condition and offices; who has unhap- 
pily been too apt to imbibe ſentiments contrary to 
them ; let me conquer a hcart where pride and vanity 
have uſurped an improper rule, and learn to know my- 
ſelf, of whom I have been too long ignorant, 

IL. Aim. Perhaps, Patty, you love ſome one ſo much 
above you, you are afraid to own it.—If fo, be his 
rank what it will, he is to be envied ; for the love of 
a woman of virtue, beauty, and ſentiment, does 

honour 
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honour to a monarch — What means that dawncaſt 
look, thoſe tears, thoſe. bluſhes?. Dare you not confide, 


in me o you think Patty, you have a friend. in, 
the world would ſympathize with you more ſincerely 


Pat. What ſhall I anſwer ? No my lord, you have 
ever treated me with a kindneſs, a generoſity of which” 
none but minds like your's are ET ; you have been. 
my. inſtructor, my adviſer ; my protector: but, my, 
lord, you have been too good; when our ſuperiors for- 
get the diſtance between, us, we. are ſometimes. led to 
forget it too; had you been leſs condeſcending, per- 
haps I had been happier. 3 

L. Aim. And have I, Patty, have I made you un- 
happy; I, who would ſacrifice my own felicity to 
ſecure yours ? 


Pat. I beg my lord, you will ſuffer me to be gone; 
only believe me ſenſible of all your favours, tho) un- 


worthy of the ſmalleſt. | 
L. Aim. How unworthy! you merit every thing, 
my reſpect, = eſteem, my friendſhip, and my love 
yes T repeat, I avow it; your beauty, your modeſty, 
your underſtanding, has made a conqueſt of my heart; 
but what a world de we live in? that while I own 
this, while I own a paſſion for you, founded on the 
juſteſt, the nobleft baſis ; I muſt at the ſame time con- 
feſs, the fear of that world, its taunts, its reproaches— 
Pat. Ah Sir, think better of the creature you have 
raiſed, than to ſuppoſe I ever entertained à hope 
tending to your diſhonour : would that be a return 
for the favours I have received? would that be a, 
grateful reyerence for the memory of her—pity and 
pardon the diſturbance of a mind that fears to enquire 
too minutely into its own ſenſations I am unfors 
tunate my lord, but not criminal. 2 

Aim. Patty, we are both unfortunate ; fot my 
own part, I'know not what to ſay to you, or what to 
propoſe to myſelf, - 0 
Pat. Then my. lord, tis mine to act as I orght*: 
yet while I am honoured with a place in your eſteem, 
imagine 


* 
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imagine me not inſenſible of ſo high a diſtinction, or 
capable of lightly turning my thoughts towards ano- 
ther. 


L. Aim. How cruel is my ſituation! I am here 
Patty, to command you to marry the man who has 
given us ſo much uneaſineſs. 

Pat. My lord, I am convinced it is for your credit 
and my ſafety, it ſhould be ſo; I hope I have not ſa 
ill 4 by the leſſons of your noble mother, but I 
ſhall be able to do my duty wherever I am call'd te 
it; this will be my firſt ſupport, time and reflection 
will compleat the work. | 


A I RN. 
9 ceaſe, to overwhelm me, 


| ith exceſs of bounty rare, 
What am I? what have I? tell me, 
To deſerve your meaneft care? 
 *Gainft our = in vain's refiflance, 


Let me then no grief diſcloſe ; 
But reſign'd at — 1 Sales 


Offer vows for your repoſe. 


SCENE XV, 


Lord AtmworTH, PaTTyY, Sir HARRY SYCAs 
MORE, THEoDoOSIA, GILES, 


Sir Har. No juſtice of peace, no bailiffs, no head- 
borough | Why gypſies are as great a nuſance in this 


country, as rats were in the iſland where Wittington 
went to. 


L. Aim, What's the matter, Sir Harry ? = 
Sir Har. The matter my lord, while I was examin- 
ing the conſtruction of the mill without, for I have 
ſome ſmall notion of mechanics, Miſs Sycamore had 
Uke to have been run away with by a gypſey man. 


. 
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Theo, Dear papa, how can you talk ſo? did not 1 
tell you it was at my own deſire, the poor fellow went 
to ſhew me the canal. | un TFI 

Sir Har. Hold your tongue, Miſs Sycamore, I un- 
derſtand what I am ſaying. I don't any buſi- 
neſs you had to let him come near you at all: we 
have ſtayed ſo long too, your Mama gave us but 
half an hour, and ſhe'll be frightened out of her wits— 
ſhe'll think ſome accident has happened to me. 

L. Aim. I'll wait upon you when you pleaſe, _.. 

Sir' Har. O but my lord, here's. a poor fellow tells 
us 2 diſmal ſtory—it ſeems his miſtreſs has conceived 
ſome diſguſt againſt him ; pray has her father ſpoke to 
you to interpoſe your authority in his behalf? 

Giles. If his fordſhip's honour would be ſo kind, I 
would acknowledge the favour as far as in me lay. 
Sir Har. Hold your tongue, let me ſpeak; did not 
the miller tell you he had given you a thouſand pounds 
portion (takes lord Aimworth afide) a word or two in 
your lordſhip's ear. | B25 

Theo. Well, I do like this gypſey ſcheme prodigiouſly, 
ify we can but put it into execution as happily as we 
have contrived it (here Patty enters) ſo my dear Patty, 
you ſee I am come to return your viſit very ſoon ; but 
this is only a call en paſſant—will you be at home after 
dinner? 

Patty. Certainly Madam, whenever you condeſcend 
to honour me fo fir; but it is what I cannot expect. 


Theo. O fye, why not—Well Patty, I will poſi- 


| tively ſee you in the evening. 
Pet, Then undoubtedly Madam, I ſhall take care 
not to be out of the way.  _ ; 

Giles, Your ſervant, Miſs Patty. 

Pat. Farmer, your ſervant. 

Sir Har. Here you goodman delver, I have done 
your buſineſs for you; my lord has ſpoke, and your 
fortune's made; a thouſand pounds at preſent, and 
better things to come; his Jordſhip ſays he will be 
your friend. | 


H 2 Giles. 
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” Giles, I do hope then, Miſs Pat. will make all up. 
Sir Har. Miſs Pat. * ſtand — 
rl make it up. 


The 55100 of TOM adds me . here a n. 
- Comt hither ye blockheall come hither : 


my ' 6s, now, let us leave them together. | 
L. Aim, Farewell then! 


Patty. © For ever! 

Giles. * ——— vo and WOW 
"20: Twas kind of his honour, 
; To gain thus upon her, 


We're fo much beholden, it can't be expre wi 
Theo. 7 feel ſomething bere, 


"T wixt hoping and fear. 

Haſte, haſte, friendly night, 

To ſhelter our flight | | 
— A thouſand di — are rending my bregſt. 


Patty. Oh mercy, + 
Giles, — 5650 dear ! 


SirHar. hy Miſs, will you mind toben you're ſpoke to; or not? 


Muft I Handi in waiting, 
While you're here a prating? 


42 ad May ev'ry Felicity fall to your lot. 


Giles. She curt/y's, look there, 
What a ſhape, what an air ! 


All Hit bofyy ! bow writched ! how tir dam It 
Your lordſbip's obedient ; your ſervant ; good by." 
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755 Lawn bore Lord A1MWORTH's 1 1100 


Enter Lord Alu wok rh, Sir HARR dos Wa 
MORE, and RALPH. * 


2. 5 Wiretch, a vile jnconfolanie wyetc 
ing of ſuch a race as mine, ay 1 
an example like me before her. 
I. Aim. I beg madam you will not diſquiet yourſelf; 
u are told — that a gentleman lately atrived from 
Londea, has been about the place to-day; that he has 
diſguis'd himſelf like a gipſey, came hither, and had 
ſome converſation. with your daughter; -you are even 
told, that there is a deſign formed for their going off to- 
ther z but poſſibly there may be ſome miſtake in all this, 

Sir Har. Ay; but my lord the lad tells us the gen- 
tleman $ name; we have ſeen 1 and we Eo 
the has had a hankering 

L. Syc. Sir Harry my dear, whywillyou put in 

word, when you hear others ſpeaking=—-l prot — 
lord I'm in ſuch confuſion, I know not-what to 7 
can hardly ſupport myſelf. © > >: 
I. Aim. This gentleman it frm at alittle i inn at 
the bottom of the hill. 

Sir. Har. I with it was poſſible to have a file of muſs 
queteers-my lord; I could head them myſelf, being in 
the militia, and we would go and ſeize him directly. 

L. Aim. Softly my dear fir; let us proceed with a 
lttle leſs violence in this A I beſeech. you. We 

ſhould 


#£, 
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ſhould firſt ſee the young lady——Where is Miſs Sy- 


camore, madam ? 

T. Syc. Really my lord I don't know; I ſaw her gs 
into the garden about a quarter of an hour ago, from 
_ * 1 Wr + 

ir Har. Into the en ! perhaps ſhe has an 

inkling of our bein 8 this affair ; — is 
gone to throw herſelf into the pond. Deſpair, my lord, 
makes girls do terrible things. Twas but the Wed- 
neſday before we left London, that I ſaw, taken out of 
Roſamond's pond in Saint James's Park, as likely a 
young woman as ever you would deſire to ſet yout eyes 
on; in a new calamancoe petticoat, and a pair of ſilver 
buckles in her ſhoes. 5 | 

L. Aim. I hope there is no danger of any ſuch fatal 
accident happening at preſent : but will you oblige me, 
ſir Harry? 
Sir Har. Surely my lord | | 
TL. Aim. Will you commit the whole direction of this 
affair to my ace? | 

Sir Har, My dear, you hear what his lordſhip fays. 
Li. He. Indeed my lord I am fo much aſham'd, I 
don't know what to anſwer; the fault of my daugh- 
ter | | 
I. Aim, Don't mention it, madam; the fault has 
been mine; who have been innocently the occaſion of 
2 young lady's tranſgreſſing a point of duty and deco- 


rum, w 


ich, otherwiſe, ſhe would never have violated. 
But if you, and ſir Harry, will walk in and repoſe 
yourſelves, Lhope to ſettle every thing to the general 
ſutis faction | | 

L. Syc. Come in fir Harry ? | 
I. Aim, I am ſure my ps friend, had I known that 


I was doing a violence to Miſs Sycamore's inclinations, 


in the happineſs I propoſed to myſelf. 
Sir Har. My lord 'tis all a Por Ara grandfather 
by the mother's ſide, was a very ſenſible man—he was 
ected knight of the ſhire, in five ſucceſſive parliaments ; 
and died high ſheriff of his county—a man of fine parts, 
finc talents, and the curiocſt docker of horſes in all 


England 
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England, but that he did only now and then, for 
his amuſement) And he uſed to ſay, my lord, that the 
female ſex were good for nothing but to bring forth 
children, and breed diſturbance. Sos 
L. Aim. The ladies were very little oblig'd to your 
anceſtor, fir Harry; but for my part, I have a more 


favourable opinion 
Sir Har. You are in the wrong, my lord ; with ſub- 
miſſion, you are really in the wrong. 


AIX. 
To ſpeak my mind, of womankind, 


In one word tis this, 
By nature they re deſign d, 
To ſay and do amiſs. 
Be they maids, be they wives, 
Alike they plague our lives; _ | 
Wanton, head/trong, cunning, vain, 
Born to cheat, and give men pain. 
Their fludy, day and night, 
It miſchief, their delight ; 
And if we ſhould prevent, 
At one door their intent ; 
T hey quickly turn about, 
And find another out. 


SCENE 
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SCENE... i 
LCA nen FAIRFIEL D, pn 


- Ral. Dear pootineſs,, my lord, I doubts: I have dane 
dome wrong here ; I hope your honour will forgive me z 
to be ſartin if I had Endwn 

L. Aim. You have done nothing but what's ery 
right, ay ball don't make. yourſelf un 
now, maſter Fairfield, what bring ou 2 

Fuirf. I am come my l hank you for your 
Ys to me and my daug ter this morning; and, 
moſt humbly. to _intreat your lordſhip, to receive it at 
our hands again. 

L. Aim. Ay——why what's the matter ? 

Fairf. 1 don't Know my Jord; it ſeems your gene- 
roſity to my poor girl, has been noĩſed about the neigh- 
bourhood ; ark” the” evil an people have put it 
into the oun N head, "that was to Marry her, that 
= would never have made ber a preſent o much above 

er deſerts; and expectations, if it had fot been upon 
ſome naughty account : now. my lord; Iam a poor man, 
tis true, and a mean one; but I and my father, and 
my father's father, have liv'd tenants upon your lord- 
ſhip's eſtate, e we haye always been known for 
honeſt men; and it ſhall never be ſaid, that Fairfield, 
the miller, became rich. i in his old days, by the wages of 
his child's ſhame. 
. L. Aim. What then, maſter Fairheld, do you be- 
* 
_ No my lord, no, Heaven forbid ; but when 
I conſider the ſum, it is too much for us; it is indeed 
my lord, and enough to make bad folks talk: beſides, 
poor girl is greatly alter'd ; ſhe us'd to be the life 
of every place — came into; but ſince her being at 
home, I have ſcen nothing from her, but ſadneſs and 
watry eyes. 

L. Aim. The farmer then refuſes to marry Patty, 

notwithſtanding their late reconciliation ? 


Fairy. 
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Fairf. Ves my lord, he does indeed; and has made 
a wicked noiſe, and uſed us in a very baſe manner: I 
did not think farmer Giles would have been ſo ready to 
believe ſuch a thing of us. | | 
L. Aim. Well maſter Fairfield, I will not preſs on 
you a donation, the rejection of which does you ſo 
much credit ; you may take my word, however, that 
our fears upon this occaſion are entirely groundleſs ; 
but this is not enough, as I have been a means of 
loſing yaur daughter one huſband, it is but juſt I ſhould 
et her another ; and, fince the farmer is ſo ſcrupulous, 


there is a young man in the houſe whom | have 
ſome influence over, and I dare ſay, he will be leſs 
ſqueami 


eamiſh. 
Fairf. To be ſure my lord, you have, in all honeſt 
ways, a right to diſpoſe of me and mine, as you think 
proper. 
Aim. Go then, immediately, and bring Patty 
hither ; I ſhall not be eaſy till I have given you entire 
ſatisfaction, But, ſtay and take a letter, which I am 
ſtepping into my ſtudy to write; I'Il order a chaiſe to 
be got ready, that you may go back and forward with 
greater expedition, | 
4 1 

Let me fly bence tyrant faſhidn, 

Teach to ſeruile mind; your law j 
Curb M Me each generout paſſion, 

Evw'ry motion keep in awe. 


Shall I is thy trammeb going, 
Q!sit the idol of my hearty 
While it beats, all fir vent, glowing 3 
With my life I'll ſooner part. 


I SCENE 
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40 2297 RALPH, FANNY. 

Fan. Ralph, Ralph! 

, * Wh at do you want with me, eh? : 
Fun. Lord, I never knowed fuch a man as you are, 
ſince I com'd into the world; a body can't ſpeak to 
you, but you falls ſtraightways into a paſſion; I fol- 
a Low. you up from the houſe, only you run ſo, there 
Was no fuch a thing as overtaking you, and I have 
been waiting there at the back door ever ſo long. 

Ral. Well, and now you may go and wait at the 
fore door, if you like it; but I forewarn you and 

2 gang, not to keep lurking about our mill any 
onger, for if you do, I'll ſend the conſtable after you, 
have you every mother's ſkin, clapt in the county 
ol; you are ſuch a pack of thieves, one can't hang 
fo much as a rag to dry for you; it was but the other 
day that a Te of them came into our kitchen to 
= a handful of dirty flour to make them cakes, and 
before the wench could turn about, they had whipped 
off three braſs candleſticks and a potlid. 

Fan. Well, ſure it was not J. 

Ral. Then you kuow that old raſcal, that you call 
father ; the laſt time I cached him laying ſnares for 
the bares, I told him I'd inform the game-keeper, 
and I'll expoſe al:: 

Fan. Ah dear Ralph, don't be angry with me. 


Ral. Yes I will be angry with you—-what do yon 
come nigh me for''—you th ; 


—4 


0 
an 


an't touch me — there's 
the ſkirt of my coat, and if you'do but hy a finger 
on it, my lord's bailiff is here in the court, and 111 
call him and give you ta him. i 

Fan. If you'll forgive me, I go down on my 

8. 1 

Ral. I tell you I won't no, no, follow your gen- 
tleman, or go live upon your old fare, crows and pole 
cats, and ſheep that die of the rot; pick the _ 
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fowl off of dunghills, and ſquench your thirſt at the next 
ditch, 'tis the fitteſt liquor to down ſuch dainties 
—ſkulking about from barn to barn ; and lying upon 
wet ſtraw, on commons, and in green-lanes—go and 
be whipt from pariſh to pariſh as you uſed to be. 

Fan. How can you talk ſo unkind ? 3 
Ral. And ſee whether you will get what will k 
you as I did; by telling of fortunes, and coming with 
pillows under your apron, among the young farmers 
wives, to make believe you are.a breeding, * with 
the Lord Almighty bleſs you ſweet miſtreſs, you can- 
not tell how ſoon it may he your own caſe.” You 
know I am 3 _ all yout tricks—and how 
ou turn up the whites our eyes, pretending you 
oat ſtruck blind b hun? tha lightaing. 9 
Fan. Pray don't angry Ralph. 

Ral. Ves but I will tho; ſpread your cobwebs to 
_ flies, I am an old waſp, and don't value them a 
utton, - 


A © Rd * 


When you meet a tender creature, 

Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 

Full of kindneſs and good nature; 
Prove as N again to ſbe; 

Happy martal to poſſeſs her, 

In your boſom, AT preſs her, 

Morning, noon, and night, careſs her. 
And be fond, as fond can be. 


But if one you maet that's frow-ard, 
Saucy, jilting, and untow-ard, 
Should you act the whining coward, 
"Tis to mend her ne er the whit ; 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her, 
Then agog, when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her ; 
Haurt alive, you're fairly quit. 


I 2 SCEN 


/ 
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4 SCENE TV. 


| FANNY, 
J wiſh I had a draught of water—I don't know 


what's come over me, I have no more ſtrength than 
2 babe, a ſtraw would fling me down—he has a heart 
as hard as any pariſh officer; I don't doubt pow, but he 
would and 2 ſee me whipt himſel ; and we 
all all be whipt, and all through my means — The 
evil run away with the gentleman, and his twenty 
ineas too, for leading me aſtray ; if I had known 
alph would have taken it ſo, I would have hanged 
myſelf before I would have faid a word - but I thought 


he had no more gaul than a pidgeon. 


A 1 . 


O! what a fimpleton was 1, 
To make my bed at ſuch a rate; 
New lay thee down, wain fool, and cry, 
Thy true le ve Jetht another mate, 


No tears alack, 
Will call him back, 
No tender words bis heart allure; 
J could bite 
My tongue, thro" ite 


Same plague bewitch'd me that's for fure. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


Changes to a room in the miller's houſe. 
Enter Gil Es followed by Parry and TrntoDOSIA; 


A I R, 


Giles, Nomen's tongues are like mill clappers, 
And from thence they learn the knack, 
Of for ever ſounding clack, — 


Why, what the plague's the matter with you ? 
What do you ſcold at me for? I am ſure I did not 
ſay an uncivil word as I do know of; I'll be judged 
by the young lady if I did. 

Pat. Tis very well farmer, all I defire is, that 
2 will leave the houſe; you ſee my father is not at 
home at preſent; when he is, if you have any thing 
to ſay, you know where to come. 

Giles. Enough ſaid, I don't want to ſtay in the 
houſe not I; and I don't much care if I had never 
come into it. ö 


Theo. For ſhame, farmer, down on your knees and 


beg Miſs Fairfield's pardon, for the outggge you have 
been guilty of. | | 

Giles. Beg pardon Miſs, for what ?—icod that's well 
enough; why I am my own maſter, ben't I? If I 
have no mind to marry, there's no harm in that I 
hope; *tis only changing hands This morning ſhe 
would not have me, on now I won't have ſhe. 

Pat. Have you | Heav'ns. and earth; do you think 
then 'tis the miſſing of you that gives me concern ? 
no; I would prefer a ſtate of beggary a thouſand 
times, beyond any thing I could enjoy with you ; and 
be aſſured, if ever I was ſeemingly conſenting to ſuch 
a facrifice, nothing ſhould have compelled me to it, 
but the cruelty of my ſituation. 4 

Hes. 
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Giles. O, as for that, I believes you, but you ſee 

the gudgeon would not bite; as I told you a bit agone 

ou know, we · farmers never love to reap what we 
don't ſow. 

Pat. You brutiſh fellow how dare you talk— 

Giles. So now ſhe's in her tantarums again, and all 
for no mannet of yearthly thing. 

Pat. But be aſſured, my lord will puniſh you ſe- 
verely for daring to make free with his name. 

Giles, Who made free with it, did ever I mention 
my lord? *tis a curſed lie. Wo 

Theo, Bleſs me ! farmer ? 

Giles. Why it is Miſs——and I'll make her prove 
her words then what does ſhe mean by bale 
- puniſhed ? I am not afraid of nobody, nor bcholding 
to nobody, that I know of; while I pays my rent, my 
money 1 believe, is as good as another's ; egad if it 
goes there, I think there be thoſe deſerve to be puniſh- 
ed more nor I. | 

Pat. Was ever unfortunate creature purſued as I am, 
by diſtreſſes and vexations. 

Theo. My dear Patty See farmer, you have thrown 


her into tears pray be comforted, 


. 


Patty, GP»: me in pity, the falſehood I ſcorn, © 
For ſlander, the boſom untainted defies ; 
"But rudeneſs, and inſult, are not 10 be borneg 
T ho” offer'd by wreiches aut ve ſenſe to dejpiſts 


C/ man defenceleſt, how cruel the fate, 
Paſs ever ſo cautions, Jo Blameleſi ber way; 

I nature, and envy, lurk always in wait, 
And innocence falls to their fury a prey. 


SCENE 
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SEN EW. 0087 


MEtRvin, T HEODOSIA. 

Theo. You are a pretty gentleman, are not you, te 
ſuffer a lady to be at a rendezvous before. you? | 

Mer. Difficulties my dear, and dangers—None of 
the company had two flies of apparel, ſo I was obliged 
to purchaſe a rag of one, and a tatter from another; at 
the expence of ten times the ſum they would fetch at 
the paper mill. | 

Theo. Well, where are they? 1 

Mer. Here in this bundle——and tho” I fay it, a 
very decent habiliment, if you have art enough to 
Nick the parts together: Ive been watching till the 
coaſt was clear, to bring them to you. | 

Theo. Let me ſee Pl} flip into this cloſet and 
equip myſelf all here is in ſuch confuſion there wilt 
no notice be taken. | 

Mer. Do fo, I'll take care nobody ſhall interrupt 
you in the progreſs of your metamorphoſis ¶ he goes in) 
and if you are not tedidus, we may walk off without 
being teen by any one. 5 | 

Theo. Ha | ha! ha! what a concourſe of atoms are 
here ; tho' as I live, they are a great deal better than 
expected. 

Mer. Well, pray make haſte, and don't imagine 
yourſelf at your toilette now, where mode preſcribes 
two hours, for what reaſon would ſcarce allow three 
minutes. 

Theo. Have patience, the outward garment is on 
already, and IH aſſure you a very good ſtuff, only a 
little the worſe for the mending, 

Mer. Imagine it embroidery, and conſider it is 
your wedding ſuit. come, how far are you got ? 

Theo. Stay, you don't conſider there's ſome contriv- 
ance neceſiary—— Here goes the apren flounced and 

furbelow'd, 
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furbelow'd, with a witneſs ; alas! alas! it has n6 
firings z what ſhall I do? come, no matter, a couple 
of pins will ſerve——And now the cap oh mercy ! 
here's a hole in the crown of it large enough to thruſt 


my head through. 
Mer. That you'll hide with yur ſtraw hat, or if 


you ſhould not What, not ready yet? 
Theo, Only one minute more —— Yes, now the 
work's accompliſh'd. 


A Ko 


Who'll buy good luck, ewho'll buy, who'll buy ? 
The gypſey't favour: ——here am 11 


Through the willage, through the town, 
What charming jaw'ry ſcraps we'll earn; 
Clean flraw fhall be our beds of down, 


And our withdrawing room a barn. 


Young and old, and grave, and gay, 
The miſer, and the prodigal ; 

Cit, courtier, bumkin, come aways 
{ warrant we'll content you all. 


SCENE 
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8 CE N E VII. E 
Mzxvin, TarzoDosia, FAIRFIELD, Git zs.. 


Mer. Plague, here's fomebody coming. 

Fairf. As to the paſt, farmer, tis . rn 
malice ſor any thing thou haſt ſaid; perchance thou 
might'ſt think thou wert in the right. 

Gites. Why, maſter Fairfield, you do know I had a 

reat regard for Miſs Patty ; but eds | come to con- 

Ader all in all, | finds as ow, it is not adviſeable to 
change m my condition yet a while. 

Fair f. Friend Giles, thou art in the ri ; marriage 
is a 4 hs point, and can't be conſidered too war 
ha, who have we here | ſhall I never keep my houſe ear | 
of theſe vermin ?——look to the goods there, and give | 
me a horſewhip-——by the ow), EZ. I'll make an ; 


example —— come — lady Li gers, let me 


ſee what thou haſt ſtolen; fs am ſure thou never 
_— in here with a deſign —_— going out empty 
d 


Mer. Hold miller, hold ! 

Fairy. O gracious goodneſs, ſure I know this 3 
Miſs—young madam Sycamore.— Mercy heart, here's 
a diſguiſe ! 

Theo. 1 . | 

Mer. Miller, let me ſpeak with you. 

Theo. What ill . this * 

Giles. Ill fortune Meſs ! 1 think there be nothing 
but = and misfortunes of one kind or other. 
. Money to me fir ! not for the world; you 
* no friends but what you have already ——Lack a 
day, lack a day—ſee how luckily I came in: by — 
I heard above at the caſtle, I believe you are the 
— I was deſired to look for; and l'm charge to 
this, on the part of my lord Aimworth ; ook 
ag if the direction is not for you? 
Mer. „To Mr, Mervin,”- it is. 


K Fairy. 
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Fairf. And my young lady ; they are ſeeking for her, 

I — high At — 4 Bleſs ou — go 

up to his lordſhip's, you'll find friends there enow, and 

every thing fixed as you would have it There is 2 

chaiſe waiting at the door to carry you and my 
daughter will take another way. 


SCENE VIII. 


Mrexrvin, THEeoDoslA, GILEs. 


Mer. Pry'thee read this letter, and tell me what you 
think of it ? | 

Theo. Heavens, tis a letter from my lord Aimworth; 
we are betray'd. 

Mer. By what means I know not. 

Theo. | am ſo frighted and flurried, that I have ſcarce 
ſtrength enough to read it, 


«SIR, 


& It is with the greateſt concern, I find, that I have 
„ been unhappily the occaſion of giving ſome uneaſi- 
«© neſs to you and Miſs Sycamore ; be aſſur'd, had I 
“ been appriz'd of your prior pretenſions, and the 
« young lady's diſpoſition in your favour, 1 ſhould have 
66 —— the laſt perſon to interrupt your felicity. I beg 
4 fir, you will do me the favour to come up to my 
ce houſe, where | have already ſo far ſettled matters, 
& as to be able to aſſure you, that every thing will go 
entirely to your ſatisfaction.” 


Mer. Well! 

Theo, Well! 

Mer. What do you think of it ? 

Theo. Nay, what do you think of it? 

Mer. Egad, I can't very well tell however, on 
the whole, | believe it would be wrong of us to proceed 
any further in our deſign of running away, even if the 
thing was practicable. | 


Theo. 
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Theo. I am entirely of your opinion; I ſwear this 
lord Aimworth is a charming man. | fancy, tis lucky 
for you | had not been long enough acquainted wit 
him, to find out all his good qualities. —But how 
the duce came he to hear ? 

Mer. No matter; after this there can be nothing to 
— ſay you, ſhall we go up to the 
caſtle ? | 

Theo. By all means; and in this very trim; to ſhew 
what we were capable of doing, if my father and mo- 
ther had not come to reaſon but, perhaps, the diffi- 
culties being remov'd, may leſſen your penchant : You 
men, are ſuch unaccountable mortals. —Do you love 


me well enough to marry me, without making a frolick 


of it? 
Mer. Do I love you! 
Theo. Ay, and to what degree? 
Aer. Why do you aſk me? 


. 


AIX. 


Whe upon the o0zy beech, 
Can count the numerous ſands that lie; 
Or diftinly reckon each, & + 
Tranſparent orb that fluds the ſky ? 
As their multitude betray, 
And fruſtrate all attempts to tell; 
So "tis 1mpoſſible to ſay, 
Flow much I love, I love ſi well. 


K 2 SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 


GILES. 


So, there goes a couple! ecod, I believe Old Nick 
has got among the people in theſe parts. This is as 
queer a thing as ever I heard of, — Maſter Fairfield, 
and Miſs Patty, it ſeems, are gone to the caſtle too; 
where, by what I larns from Ralph in the mill, my lord 
has promiſed to get her a huſband among the ſervants : 
now ſet in caſe the wind ſets in that corner, I have been 
thinking with myſelf who the plague it can be; there 
are no unmarried men in the family, that I do know 
of, excepting little Bob, the poſtilion, and maſter Jo- 
nathan, the butler; and he's a matter of ſixty or 
ſeventy years old. Eu be ſhot if it bean't little Bob. 
Icod, I'll take the way to the caſtle, as well 
as the - for I'd fain ſee how the nail do drive. It 
is well I had wit enough to diſcern things, and a friend 
to adviſe with, or elſe ſhe would have Fallen to my lot 
but I have got a ſurfeit of going a courting, and 
burn me, if I won't live a batchelor; for, when all 
comes to all, I ſee nothing but ill blood and quarrels, 
among folk, when they be married, 


. 
Then hey for a frolick/ome life ! 
Tl ramble where pleaſures art rift ; 
Strike up with the free hearted laſts, 
And never think more of a wift ; 
Plague on it, men ars but aſſes, 
To run after miſe and firife. 


Had wy been together buckPa, 
Tauould have prov'd a fine affair ; 
Deg: would have bart d at the cuckold, 
And boys pointing cry Loot there. 


SCENE 
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SCENE X. 


Changes to a grand apartment in Lord AIMWORTH's 
houſe, opening to à view of the garden. 


Enter Lord AimworTH, FAIRFIELD, PATTY, 
RALPH. 


L. Aim. Thus, maſter Fairfield, IJ hope I have fully 
ſatisfied you, with regard to the falſity of the impu- 
tation thrown upon your daughter and me; if there 
yet remains a doubt, you are at liberty to ſpeak it. 

Fairf. My lord, I am very well content; pray da 
not give yourſelf the trouble of ſaying any more. 

Ralph. No my lord, you need not ſay any more to 
us, we are very well content. 

Fairf. Hold your tongue, ſirrah. 

L. Aim. J am ſorry Patty, you have had this morti- 
fication, | . 

Pat. I am ſorry, my lord, you have been troubled 
about it ; but really it was againſt my conſent, my fa- 
ther would | 

Fairf. Well, come children, we will not take up his 
honour's time any longer; let us be going towards 
home.——Heav'n proſper your lordſhip ; the pray'rs of 
me, and my family ſhall always attend you. 

L. Aim. Miller. come back. Patty, ſtay 

Fairf. Has your lordſhip any thing further to com- 
mand us? 

L. Aim. Why yes, maſter Fairfield, I have a word 
or two ſtill to ſay to you. In ſhort, though you are, 
ſatisfied in this affair, am not; and you ſeem to fo 
the promiſe I made you, that, ſince I had been the 
means of loſing your daughter one huſband, I would 
find her another. 

Fairf. Your honour is to do as you pleaſe. 

L. Aim. What ſay you Patty, will you accept of 2 
huſband of my chuſing ? | 


Pati. 
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Pat. My lord, I have no determination ; you are the 
beſt judge hos I ought to act; whatever you command, 
I ſhall obey. 

L. Aim. Then Patty, there is but one perſon I can + 


offer you and J wiſh, for your ſake, he was more 
deſervin take me 
Pat. Sir! 


L. Aim. From this moment our intereſts are one as 
our hearts ; and no earthly power ſhall ever divide us. 

Fairf. O the gracious | Patty! my lord! did I hear 
right ? you, ſir, you, marry a child of mine 

L. Aim. Yes, my honeſt old man, in me you behold 
the huſband deſign'd for your daughter; and 1 am happy, 
that by ſtanding in the place of fortune, who has alone 
been wanting to her, I ſhall be able to ſet her merit in 
a light, where its luſtre will be render'd conſpicuous. 

Fairf But good noble fir, pray conſider ; don't go 
to put upon a filly old man; my —— is unworthy 
Patty child, why don't you ſpeak ? 

Pat. What can I ſay, father? what anſwer? to ſuch 
GR for, ſuch unmerited, ſuch unbounded gene- 
ronuty ! f 

Ralph Down on your knees, and fall a crying. 

Pat. Yet fir, as my father ſays, conſider your 
noble friends, your relations——it muſt not, cannot 


be 


L. Aim. It muſt, and ſhall. Friends ! relations ! from 
henceforth I have none that will not acknowledge you; 
and I am ſure, when they become acquainted with 
your perfections, thoſe, whoſe ſuffrage I moſt eſteem, 
will rather admire the juſtice of my choice, than won- 
der at its ſingularity. 


A I R. 
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A I R, 


L. Aim. My life, my joy, my bleſſing, 
In thee each grace prſſeſſing, 
All muſt my choice approve ; 
Patty. To you my all is owing, 
O take a heart Ferflowing, 
| With gratitude and love. 
L. Aim, Thus infolding, 


Patty. Thus beholding, 
Both. One to my ſoul fo dear; 


Can there be pleaſure greater, 
Can there be bliſs compleater, 


"Tis tos much to bear. 


SCENTS AL 


Enter Sir HARRY, Lady SY c AMORE, THEODOSIA, 
| MERVIN. 


Sir Har. Well, we have followed your lordſhip's 
counſel, and made the beſt of a bad market——So my 
lord, pleaſe to know our ſon-in-law, that is to be. 

L. Aim. You do me a great deal of honour, I wiſh 
you joy Sir with all my heart——And now Sir Harry, 
give me leave to introduce to you a new relation of mine 
his Sir, is ſhortly to be my wife. | 

Sir Har. My lord! 

L. Syc. Your lordſhip's wife! 

L. Aim. Yes, Madam. 

L. Syc. And why fo my lord? 

L. Aim. Why faith Ma'am, becauſe I can't live 
happy without her —And I think ſhe has too many 
amiable, too many eſtimable qualities to meet with a 
worſe fate. 

Sir Har. Well, but you are a peer of the realm, 
y ou will have all the fleerers 


L. Aim. 
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L. Aim. I know very well the ridicule that may be 
thrown on a lord's marrying a miller's daughter ; and 
I own with bluſhes, it has for ſome time had too great 
weight with me; but we ſhould marry to pleaſe our- 
ſelves, not other people: and on mature conſideration, 
I can ſee no reproach juſtly merited, by raifing a deſerv- 
Ing woman to a ſtation ſhe is capable of adorning, let 
her birth be what it will. 

* Har. Why tis very true my lord: I once knew 
a Fentleman that married his cook maid ; he was a 
relation of my own——you remember fat Margery, 
my lady ! She was a very good fort of a woman, in- 
deed ſhe was, and made the beſt ſuet dumplings that 
ever I taſted, 

La. Syc. Will you never learn, Sir Harry, to guard 
your expreſions—— Well, but give me leave my lord 
to ſay a word to you—there are other ill conſequences 
attending ſuch an alliance, 

I. Aim. One of them I ſuppoſe is, that I, a peer, 
ſhould be obliged to call this good old miller, father- 
in-law ; but where's the ſhame in that? he is as good 
as any lord, in being a man; and if we dare ſuppoſe 
a lord that is not an honeſt man, he is, in my opinion, 
the more reſpectable character. Come maſter Fairfield, 

ive me your hand, from henceforth you have done 
with working; we will pull down your mill, and build 
you a houſe in the place of it; and the money I in- 

tended for the portion of your daughter, ſhall now be 
laid out in purchaſing a commiſſion fot your ſon. 

Ralph. What, my lord, will you make me a cap- 
tain? y 
L. Aim. Ay, a colonel, if you deſerve it. 

Ralph. Then I'll keep Fan. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 


Lord Alu wok TH, Sir Harry, Lady SYC AMORE, 
PaTTyY, TmaeoDosta, Mzxvin, FAIRFIELD, 
RALPH, Gites. F . 


Giles. Odds bobs, where am I running! beg par- 
don for my audacity. . f 

Ralph. Hip farmer, come back man, come back— 
Sure my lord's going to N ſiſter himſelf; fey- 
ther's to have a fine houſe, and I'm to be a captain. 

L. Aim. Ho, maſter Giles, pray walk in; here is a 
lady who, I dare fwear, will be glad to fee you, and 
give orders that you ſhall always be made welcome. 

Ralph. Ves, » you II always be welcome in 
the kitchen. | IS 

L. Aim. What have you nothing to ſay to your 
old acquaintance——Come, pray let the farmer ſalute 
you nay a kiſs, I inſiſt upon it. 

Omnes. fa, ha, ha! IC 5 

L. Aim. Fye, maſter Giles, don't look fo ſheepiſh ; 
= and I were rivals, but not leſs friends at preſent 

ou have acted in this affair like an honeſt Engliſh- 
man, who ſcorn'd even the ſhadow of diſhonour, and 
thou ſhalt fit rent free for a twelvemonth. 

Sir Har, Come, than't we all ſalute With your 
leave my lord, FI 


La. Syc. Sir Harry! 


L AIR 
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L. Aim. 


Theo. 


Sir Har. 


A I R. 


Yield who will, to forms a martyr, 
While unaw'd by idle ame; 
Pride for happineſs, I barter, 
Heedleſs of the millions blame. 
Thus with love, my arms I quarter : 
Wamen graced in nature's frame ; 
Ew'ry privilege by charter, 
Hawe a right from man to claim. 


Eas'd of doubts and fears preſaging, 
What new joys within me riſe? 
While Mama, her frowns aſwaging, 

Dares no longer tyrannize. 
So long florms and tempeſts raging, 
When the bluſi'ring fury dies; 
Ah how lovely, how engaging, 
Projpetts fair, and cloudleſs ſhits, 


Dad but this is auond rout pretty, 
Singing each a roun- de- lay; 
And Ji mingle in the ditty, 
The' I ſcarce know what 10 ſay; 
There's a daughter briſk and witty, 
Hert's a wife can wiſely ſway ; 
Truſt me maſters, *twwere a pity, 
Net to lit them have thtir way, 


* 


Patty 


—U—U — — 
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Patty. My example is à rare one, 

But the cauſe may be devin'd; 

Women want not merit———dare one 
Hope, diſcerning men to find ; 

O may each accompliſh'd fair one, 
Bright in perſon, ſage in mind; 

Virwing my good fortune, Pars ont, 
Full as ſplendid and as kind. 


Giles. Laugh'd at, lighted, circumvented, 

And expo for folks to fer't ; 

"Tis as thef a man repented, 
For his follies in a ſheet. 

But my wrongs go unreſented, 
Since the fates have thought them meet ; 

| This good company contented, 

All my wiſhes are compleat. 


END of THE OPERA. 
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